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CHAPTEE  XIX 

francis  gokdon's  champion 

Poor  little  Phemy  was  in  bed,  and  had  cried  herself 
asleep.  Kirsty  was  more  tired  than  she  had  ever  been 
before.  She  went  to  bed  at  once,  but,  for  a  long  time, 
not  to  sleep. 

She  had  no  doubt  her  parents  approved  of  the  chas- 
tisement she  had  given  Gordon,  and  she  herself  nowise 
repented  of  it ;  yet  the  instant  she  lay  down,  back 
came  the  same  sudden  something  that  set  her  weeping 
on  the  hillside.  As  then,  all  un-sent  for,  the  face  of 
Francie  Gordon,  such  as  he  was  in  their  childhood, 
rose  before  her,  but  marred  by  her  hand  with  stripes 
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of  disgrace  from  his  father's  whip ;  and  with  the  vision 
came  again  the  torrent  of  her  tears,  for,  if  his  father 
had  then  struck  him  so,  she  would  have  been  bold  in 
his  defence.  She  pressed  her  face  into  the  pillow  lest 
her  sobs  should  be  heard.  She  was  by  no  means  a 
young  woman  ready  to  weep,  but  the  thought  of  the 
boy-face  with  her  blows  upon  it,  got  within  her  guard, 
and  ran  her  through  the  heart.  It  seemed  as  if  never- 
more would  she  escape  the  imagined  sight.  It 
is  a  sore  thing  when  a  woman,  born  a  protector,, 
has  for  protection  to  become  an  avenger,  and  severe 
was  the  revulsion  in  Kirsty  from  an  act  of  violence 
foreign  to  the  whole  habit,  though  nowise  inconsistent 
with  the  character,  of  the  calm,  thoughtful  woman. 
She  had  never  struck  even  the  one-horned  cow  that 
would,  for  very  cursedness,  kick  over  the  milk-pail  I 
Hers  was  the  wrath  of  the  mother,  whose  very  presence 
in  a  calm  soul  is  its  justification — for  how  could  it  be 
there  but  by  the  original  energy?  The  wrath  was  gone, 
and  the  mother  soul  turned  against  itself — not  in  judg- 
ment at  all,  but  in  irrepressible  feeling.     She  did  not 
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for  one  moment  think,  I  repeat,  that  she  ought  not  to 
have  done  it,  and  she  was  glad  in  her  heart  to  know 
that  what  he  had  said  and  she  had  done  must  keep 
Phemy  and  him  apart;  but  there  was  the  blow  on  the 
face  of  the  boy  she  had  loved,  and  there  was  the  reflex 
wound  in  her  own  soul !  Surely  she  loved  him  yet 
with  her  mother-love,  else  how  could  she  have  been 
angry  enough  with  him  to  strike  him  !  For  weeks  the 
pain  lasted  keen,  and  it  was  ever  after  ready  to  return. 
It  was  a  human  type  of  the  divine  suffering  in  the 
discipline  of  the  sinner,  which  with  some  of  the  old 
prophets  takes  the  shape  of  God's  repenting  of  the 
evils  he  has  brought  on  his  people  ;  and  was  the  only 
trouble  she  ever  kept  from  her  mother  :  she  feared  to 
wake  her  own  pain  in  the  dearer  heart.  She  could 
have  told  her  father ;  for,  although  he  was,  she  knew, 
just  as  loving  as  her  mother,  he  was  not  so  soft-hearted, 
and  would  not,  she  thought,  distress  himself  too  much 
about  an  ache  more  or  less  in  a  heart  that  had  done 
its  duty ;  but  as  she  could  not  tell  her  mother,  she 
would  not  tell  her  father.     But  her  father  and  mother 
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saw  that  a  change  had  passed  upon  her,  and  partially, 
if  not  quite,  understood  the  nature  of  it.  They  per- 
ceived that  she  left  behind  her  on  that  night  a  measure 
of  her  gaiety,  that  thereafter  she  was  yet  gentler  to 
her  parents,  and  if  possible  yet  tenderer  to  her 
brother. 

For  all  the  superiority  constantly  manifested  by  her 
in  her  relations  with  Francis,  the  feeling  was  never 
absent  from  her  that  he  was  of  a  race  above  her  own  ; 
and  now  the  visage  of  the  young  officer  in  her  father's 
old  regiment  never,  any  more  than  that  of  her  play- 
fellow, rose  in  her  mind's  eye  uncrossed  by  the  livid 
mark  of  her  whip  from  the  temple  down  the  cheek  ! 
Whether  she  had  actually  seen  it  so,  she  did  not 
certainly  remember,  but  so  it  always  came  to  her,  and 
the  face  of  the  man  never  cost  her  a  tear  ;  it  was  only 
that  of  the  boy  that  made  her  weep. 

Another  thing  distressed  her  even  more :  the  instant 
ere  she  struck  the  first,  the  worst  blow,  she  saw  on  his 
face  an  expression  so  meanly  selfish  that  she  felt  as  if 
she  hated  him.     That  expression  had  vanished  from 
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her  visual  memory,  her  whip  had  wiped  it  away,  but 
she  knew  that  for  a  moment  she  had  all  but  hated 
him — if  it  was  indeed  all  but ! 

k\\  the  house  was  careful  the  next  morning  that 
Phemy  should  not  be  disturbed  ;  and  when  at  length 
the  poor  child  appeared,  looking  as  if  her  colour  was 
not  '  ingrain,'  and  so  had  been  washed  out  by  her 
tears,  Kirsty  made  haste  to  get  her  a  nice  breakfast, 
and  would  answer  none  of  her  questions  until  she  had 
made  a  proper  meal. 

'Noo,  Kirsty,'  said  Phemy  at  last,  '  ye  maun  tell  me 
what  he  said  whan  ye  loot  him  ken  'at  I  cudna  win  til 
him  'cause  ye  wudna  lat  me  !' 

'  He  saidna  muckle  to  that.  I  dinna  think  he  had 
been  sair  missin  ye.' 

'  I  see  ye're  no  gaein  to  tell  me  the  trowth,  Kirsty  ! 
I  ken  by  mysel  he  maun  hae  been  missin  me 
dreidfu'  !' 

•  Ye  can  jeedge  nae  man  by  yersel,  Phemy.  Men's 
no  like  hi/  lass-fowk  !' 

Phemy  laughed  superior. 
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'  What  ken  ye  aboot  men,  Kirsty  ?  There  never 
cam  a  man  near  ye,  i'  the  w'y  o'  makin  up  til 
ye!' 

'  I'm  no  preten'in  to  ony  exparience,'  returned 
Kirsty  ;  '  I  wad  only  hae  ye  tak  coonsel  wi'  common 
sense.  Is  't  likly,  Phemy,  'at  a  man  wi  gran'  relations, 
and  gran'  notions,  a  man  wi'  a  fouth  o'  grit  leddies  in 's 
acquantance  to  mak  a  fule  o'  him  and  themsel's 
thegither,  special  noo  'at  he's  an  ofiisher  i'  the  Com- 
pany's service — is  't  ony  gait  likly,  1  say,  'at  he  sud 
be  as  muckle  ta'en  up  wi'  a  wee  bit  cuintry  lassie  as 
she  cudna  but  be  wi'  him  ?' 

'  Noo,  Kirsty,  ye  jist  needna  gang  aboot  to  gar  me- 
mistrust  ane  wha's  the  verra  mirror  o'  a'  knichtly 
coortesy,'  rejoined  Phemy,  speaking  out  of  the  high? 
flown,  thin  atmosphere  she  thought  the  region  of 
poetry,  '  for  ye  canna  !  Naething  ever  onybody  said 
cud  gar  me  think  different  o'  him  /' 

'  Nor  naething  ever  he  said  himsel  ?'  asked  Kirsty. 

'  Naething,'  answered  Phemy,  with  strength  and, 
decision. 
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1  No  gien  it  was  'at  naething  wud  ever  gar  him 
merry  ye  ?' 

'  That  he  micht  weel  say,  for  he  winna  need  garrin ! 
— But  he  never  said  it,  and  ye  needna  try  to  threpe  it 
upo'  me  !'  she  added,  in  a  tone  that  showed  the  very 
idea  too  painful. 

'  He  did  say't,  Phemy.' 

'  Wha  tellt  ye?     It's  lees  !     Somebody's  leein  !' 

'  He  said  it  til  me  himsel.  Never  a  lee  has  ony- 
body  had  a  chance  0'  puttin  intil  the  tale  !' 

'  He  never  said  it,  Kirsty !'  cried  Phemy,  her 
cheeks  now  glowing,  now  pale  as  death.  '  He 
daurna !' 

•  He  daured  ;  and  he  daured  to  me  .'  He  said,  "  I 
wudna  merry  her  gien  baith  o'  ye  gaed  doon  upon  yer 
knees  to  me  !"  ' 

'  Ye  maun  hae  sair  angert  him,  Kirsty,  or  he  wudna 

hae  said  it  !     Of  coorse  he  wasna  to  be  guidit  by  you  ! 
He  cudna,  hae  meaned  what  he  said  !     He  wad  never 

hae  said  it  to  me  !     I  wuss  wi'  a'  my  hert  I   hadna 

1  atten  ye  til  *im  !     Ye  hae  ruined  a'  !' 
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'  Ye  never  loot  me  gang,  Phemy  !  It  was  my  busi- 
ness to  gang.' 

'  I  see  what's  intil't !'  cried  Phemy,  bursting  into 
tears.  '  Ye  tellt  him  hoo  little  ye  thoucht  o'  me,  and 
that  gart  him  change  his  min' !' 

'  Wud  he  be  worth  greitin  aboot  gien  that  war  the 
case,  Phemy  ?  But  ye  ken  it  wasna  that !  Ye  ken 
'at  I  jist  cudna  du  onything  o'  the  sort ! — I'm  jist 
ashamed  to  deny't !' 

'  Hoo  am  I  to  ken  ?  There's  nae  a  wuman  born  but 
wad  fain  hae  him  til  hersel !' 

Kirsty  held  her  peace  for  pity,  thinking  what  she 
could  say  to  convince  her  of  Gordon's  faithlessness. 

'  He  didna  say  he  hadna  promised  ?'  resumed 
Phemy  through  her  sobs. 

'  We  camna  upo'  that.' 

'  That's  what  I'm  thinkin  !' 

'  I  kenna  what  ye're  thinking,  Phemy  !' 

'  What  did  ye  gie  him,  Kirsty,  whan  he  tauld  ye — 
no  'at  I  believe  a  word  o'  't — 'at  he  wud  nane  o' 
me  ?' 
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Kirsty  laughed  with  a  scorn  none  the  less  clear  that 
it  was  quiet. 

'  Jist  a  guid  lickin,'  she  answered. 

'  Ha,  ha  !'  laughed  Phemy  hysterically.  '  I  tellt  ye 
ye  was  leein  !  Ye  hae  been  naething  but  leein — a'  for 
fun,  of  coorse,  I  ken  that — to  mak  a  fule  o'  me  for 
bein  fleyt !' 

Despair,  for  a  moment,  seemed  to  overwhelm  Kirsty. 
Was  it  for  this  she  had  so  wounded  her  own  soul ! 
How  was  she  to  make  the  poor  child  understand  ? 
She  lifted  up  her  heart  in  silence.  At  last  she 
said, — 

1  Ye  winna  see  mail  o'  him  this  year  or  twa  ony- 
gait,  I'm  thinkin  !  Gien  ever  ye  get  a  scart  o'  's  pen, 
it'll  surprise  me.  But  gien  ever  ye  hae  the  chance, 
which  may  God  forbid,  tell  him  I  said  I  had  gien  him 
his  licks,  and  daured  him  to  come  and  deny't  to  my 
face.  He  winna  du  that,  Phemy !  He  kens  ower 
weel  I  wad  jist  gie  him  them  again  !' 

'  He  wud  kill  ye,  Kirsty  !     You  gie  him  his  licks  !' 

1  He  micht  kill  me,  but  he'd  hae  a  pairt  o'  his  licks 
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first ! — And  noo  gien  ye  dinna  believe  me  I  winna 
answer  a  single  question  mair  ye  put  to  me.  I  hae 
been  tellin  ye — no  God's  trowth,  it's  true,  but  tbe 
deevil's — and  it's  no  use,  for  ye  winna  believe  a  word 
o'  't!' 

Phemy  rose  up  a  pygmy  Fury. 

'  And  ye  laid  ban'  to  cbeek  o'  tbat  king  o'  men, 
Kirsty  Barclay?  Lord,  baud  me  obn  killt  ber ! 
Little  bauds  me  frae  riven  ye  to  bits  wi'  my  twa 
ban's  !' 

'  I  laidna  ban'  to  cbeek  o'  Francie  Gordon,  Pbemy; 
I  jist  throosb  bim  wi'  his  father's  ain  ridin  wbup  'at 
my  hert's  like  to  brak  to  think  o'  't.  I  doobt  he'll 
carry  the  marks  til's  grave  !' 

Kirsty  broke  into  a  convulsion  of  silent  sobs  and 
tears. 

'Kirsty  Barclay,  ye're  a  deevil!'  cried  Pbemy  in  a 
hoarse  whisper  :  she  was  spent  with  passion. 

The  little  creature  stood  before  Kirsty,  ber  hands 
clenched  and  shaking  with  rage,  blue  flashes  dar'tiu.u 
about  in  ber  eyes.     Kirsty,   at  once  controlling  the 
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passion  of  her  own  heart,  sat  still  as  a  statue,  regard- 
ing her  with  a  sad  pity.  A  sparrow  stood  chattering 
at  a  big  white  brooding  dove  ;  and  the  dove  sorrowed 
for  the  sparrow,  but  did  not  know  how  to  help  the 
fluttering  thing. 

'  Lord  !'  cried  Phemy,  '  I'll  be  cursin  a'  the  wail' 
and  God  himsel,  gien  I  gang  on  this  gait ! — Eh,  ye 
fause  wurnan  !' 

Kirsty  sprang  upon  her  at  one  bound  from  her  seat, 
threw  her  arms  round  her  so  that  she  could  not  move 
hers,  and  sitting  down  with  her  on  her  lap,  said — 

'  Phemy,  gien  I  was  yer  mither,  I  wad  gie  ye  yer 
licks  for  sayin  what  ye  didna  i'  yer  hert  believe  !  A' 
the  time  ye  was  keepin  company  wi'  Francie  Gordon, 
ye  ken  i'  yer  ain  sowl  ye  was  never  richt  sure  o'  him  ! 
And  nco  I  tell  ye  plainly  that,  although  I  strack  him 
times  and  times  wi'  my  whup — and  saired  him  weel! 
— I  div  not  believe  him  sae  ill-contrived  as  ye  wad  gar 
me  think  him.  Him  and  me  was  bairns  thegither,  and 
I  ken  the  natur  o'  him,  and  tak  his  pairt  again  ye,  for, 
oot  o'  pride  and  ambition,  ye're  an  enemy  til  him :    I 
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div  not  believe  ever  he  promised  to  merry  ye  !  He's 
behaved  ill  eueuch  wantin  that — lattiu  a  gowk  o'  a 
lassie  like  you  believe  what  ye  likit,  and  him  only 
carry  in  on  wi'  ye  for  the  ploy  o'  't,  haeing  naething  to 
du,  and  sick  o'  his  ain  toom  heid and  still  toomer  heit; 
but  a  man's  word's  his  word,  and  Francie's  no  sae  ill 
as  your  tale  wud  mak  him  !  There,  Phemy,  I  hae  said 
my  say !' 

She  loosened  her  arms.  But  Phemy  lay  still,  and 
putting  her  arms  round  Kirsty's  neck,  wept  in  a  bitter 
silence. 


CHAPTEE  XX 


MUTUAL    MINISTRATION 


In  a  minute  or  so  the  door  opened,  and  Steenie  coming 
one  step  into  the  kitchen,  stood  and  stared  with  such  a 
face  of  concern  that  Kirsty  was  obliged  to  speak.  I 
do  not  believe  he  had  ever  before  seen  a  woman  weep- 
ing.    He  shivered  visibly. 

•  Phemy's  no  that  weel,'  she  said.  '  Her  hert's  sae 
sair  it  gars  her  greit.  She  canna  help  greitin,  puir 
dauty  !' 

Phemy  lifted  her  face  from  Kirsty's  bosom,  where, 
like  a  miserable  child,  she  had  been  pressing  it  hard, 
and,  seeming  to  have  lost  in  the  depth  of  her  grief  all 
her  natural  shyness,  looked  at  Steenie  with  the  most 
pitiful  look    ever   countenance   wore  :    her  rage  had 
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turned  to  self-commiseration.  The  cloud  of  mingled 
emotion  and  distress  on  the  visage  of  Steenie  wavered, 
shifted,  changed,  and  settled  into  the  divinest  look  of 
pity  and  protection.  Kirsty  said  she  never  saw  any- 
thing so  unmistakably  Godlike  upon  human  counte- 
nance. Involuntarily  she  murmured,  '  Eh,  the  bonny 
man  !'  He  turned  away  from  them,  and,  his  head  bent 
upon  his  breast,  stood  for  a  time  utterly  motionless. 
Even  Phemy,  overpowered  and  stilled  by  that  last  look 
he  cast  upon  her,  gazed  at  him  with  involuntary  rever- 
ence. But  only  Kirsty  knew  that  the  half-witted  had 
sought  and  found  audience  with  the  Eternal,  and  was 
now  in  his  presence. 

He  remained  in  this  position,  Kirsty  thought,  about 
three  minutes.  Then  he  lifted  his  head,  and  walked 
straight  from  the  house,  nor  turned  nor  spoke. 
Kirsty  did  not  go  after  him  :  she  feared  to  tread  on 
holy  ground  uninvited.  Nor  would  she  leave  Phemy 
until  her  mother  came. 

She  got  up,  set  the  poor  girl  on  the  chair,  and 
began  to  get  ready  the  mid-day  meal,  hoping  Phemy 
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would  help  her,  and  gain  some  comfort  from  activity. 
Nor  was  she  disappointed.  With  a  childish  air  of 
abstraction,  Phemy  rose  and  began,  as  of  old  in  the 
house,  to  busy  herself,  and  Kirsty  felt  much  relieved. 

'  But,  oh,'  she  said  to  herself,  '  the  sairness  o'  that 
wee  herty  i'  the  inside  o'  her  !' 

Phemy  never  spoke,  and  went  about  her  work 
mechanically.  When  at  length  Mrs.  Barclay  came 
into  the  kitchen,  Kirsty  thought  it  better  to  leave 
them  together,  and  went  to  find  Steenie.  She  spent 
the  rest  of  the  day  with  him.  Neither  said  a  word 
about  Phemy,  but  Steenie's  countenance  shone  all  the 
afternoon,  and  she  left  him  at  night  in  his  house  on  the 
Horn,  still  in  the  after-glow  of  the  mediation  which 
had  irradiated  him  in  the  morning. 

When  she  came  home,  Kirsty  found  that  her  mother 
had  put  Phemy  to  bed.  The  poor  child  had  scarcely 
spoken  all  day,  and  seemed  to  have  no  life  in  her. 
In  the  evening  an  attack  of  shivering,  with  other 
symptoms,  showed  she  was  physically  ill.  Mrs.  Bar- 
clay had  sent  for  her  father,  but  the  girl  was  asleep 
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when  he  came.  Aware  that  he  would  not  hear  a  word 
casting  doubt  on  his  daughter's  discretion,  and  fearing 
therefore  that,  if  she  told  him  how  she  came  to  be 
there,  he  would  take  her  home  at  any  risk,  where  she 
would  not  be  so  well  cared  for  as  at  the  Knowe,  she 
had  told  him  nothing  of  what  had  taken  place;  and  he, 
thinking  her  ailment  would  prove  but  a  bad  cold,  had 
gone  back  to  his  books  without  seeing  her.  At  Mrs. 
Barclay's  entreaty  he  had  promised  to  send  the  doctor, 
but  never  thought  of  it  again. 

Kirsty  found  her  very  feverish,  breathing  with  dif- 
ficulty, and  in  considerable  pain.  She  sat  by  her 
through  the  night.  She  had  seen  nothing  of  illness, 
but  sympathetic  insight  is  the  first  essential  endow- 
ment of  a  good  nurse. 

All  the  night  long — and  Kirsty  knew  he  was  near — 
Steenie  was  roving  within  sight  of  the  window  where 
the  light  was  burning.  He  did  not  know  that  Phemy 
was  ill ;  pity  for  her  heart-ache  drew  him  thither. 
As  soon  as  he  thought  his  sister  would  be  up,  he 
went  in  :  the  door  was  never  locked.     She  heard  him, 
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ij  and  came  to  hiin.  The  moment  he  learned  Phemy's 
I  condition,  he  said  he  would  go  for  the  doctor.  In 
J  vain  Kirsty  begged  him  to  have  some  breakfast 
!  first :  he  took  a  piece  of  oatcake  in  his  hand  and 
f    went. 

The  doctor  returned  with  him,  and  pronounced  the 
attack  pleurisy.  Phemy  did  not  seem  to  care  what 
became  of  her.  She  was  ill  a  long  time,  and  for  a 
fortnight  the  doctor  came  every  day. 

There  was  now  so  much  to  be  done,  that  Kirsty 
could  seldom  go  with   Steenie  to  the  hill.     Nor  did 
Steenie  himself  care  to  go  for  any  time,  and  was  never 
a  night  from  the  house.     When  all  were  in  bed,  he 
would  generally  coil  himself  on  a  bench  by  the  kitchen- 
fire,  at  any  moment  ready  to  answer  the  lightest  call 
of  Kirsty,  who  took  pains  to  make  him  feel  himself 
useful,  as  indeed  he  was.     Although   now  he   slept 
considerably  better  at  night  and  less  in  the  day,  he 
would  start  to  his  feet  at  the  slightest  sound,  like  the 
dog  he  had  almost  ceased  to  imagine  himself  except 
in  his  dreams.     In  carrying  messages,  or  in  following 
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directions,  he   had   always   shown   himself  perfectly 
trustworthy. 

Slowly,  very  slowly,  Pherny  recovered.  But  long  1 
before  she  was  well,  his  family  saw  that  the  change 
for  the  better  which  had  been  evident  in  Steenie's 
mental  condition  for  some  time  before  Phemy's  illness, 
was  now  manifesting  itself  plainly  in  his  person. 
The  intense  compassion  which,  that  memorable  morn- 
ing, roused  his  spirit  even  to  the  glorifying  of  his. 
visage,  seemed  now  settling  in  his  looks  and  clarifying 
them.  His  eyes  appeared  to  shine  less  from  his  brain, 
and  more  from  his  mind ;  he  stood  more  erect ;  and, 
as  encouraging  a  symptom,  perhaps,  as  any,  he  had 
grown  more  naturally  conscious  of  his  body  and  its- 
requirements.  Kirsty,  coming  upon  him  one  morning 
as  he  somewhat  ruefully  regarded  his  trowsers,  sug- 
gested a  new  suit,  and  was  delighted  to  see  his  face 
shine  up,  and  hear  him  declare  himself  ready  to  go 
with  her  and  be  measured  for  it.  She  found  also 
soon  after,  to  her  joy,  that  he  had  for  some  time  been 
enlarging  with  hammer  and  chisel  a  certain  cavity 
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in  one  of  the  rocks  inside  his  house  on  the  Horn,  that 
he  might  use  it  for  a  bath. 

In  all  these  things  she  saw  evident  signs  of  a  new- 
start  in  the  growth  of  his  spiritual  nature  ;  and  if  she 
spied  danger  ahead,  she  knew  that  the  God  whose 
presence  in  him  was  making  him  grow,  was  ahead 
with  the  danger  also. 

Sfceenie  not  only  now  went  attired  as  befitted  David 
Barclay's  son,  but  to  an  ordinary  glance  would  have 
appeared  nowise  remarkable.  Kirsty  ceased  to  look 
upon  him  with  the  pity  hitherto  colouring  all  her 
devotion;  pride  had  taken  its  place,  which  she  but- 
tressed with  a  massive  hope,  for  Kirsty  was  a  splendid 
hoper.  People  in  the  town,  where  now  he  was  oftener 
seen,  would  remark  on  the  wonderful  change  in  him. — 
'  What's  come  to  fule  Steenie  ?'  said  one  of  a  group 
he  had  just  passed.  '  Haith,  he's  luikin  'maist  like 
ither  fowk  !' — '  I'm  thinkin  the  deevil  maun  hae  gane 
oot  o'  him!'  said  another,  and  several  joined  in  with 
their  remarks. — '  Nae  muckle  o'  a  deevil  was  there  to 
gang  oot !     He  was  aye  an  unco  hairmless  cratur  !' — 
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'  And  that  saft-hertit  til  a'  leevin  thing !'— '  He  was 
that !  I  saw  him  ance  face  a  score  o'  laddies  to 
proteck  a  poddick  they  war  puttin  to  torment,  whan, 
the  Lord  kens,  he  had  need  o'  a'  his  wits  to  tak  care 
o'  himsel !' — '  Aye,  jist  like  him  !' — '  Weel,  the  Lord 
taks  care  o'  him,  for  he's  ane  o'  his  ain  innocents  !' 

Kirsty,  before  long,  began  to  teach  him  to  sit  on  a 
horse,  and,  after  but  a  few  weeks  of  her  training,  he 
could  ride  pretty  well. 

It  was  many  weeks  before  Phemy  was  fit  to  go 
home.  Her  father  came  to  see  her  now  and  then, 
but  not  very  often :  he  had  his  duties  to  attend  to-, 
and  his  books  consoled  him. 

As  soon  as  Phemy  was  able  to  leave  her  room, 
Steenie  constituted  himself  her  slave,  and  was  ever 
within  her  call.  He  seemed  always  to  know  when  she 
would  prefer  having  him  in  sight,  and  when  she  would 
rather  be  alone.  He  would  sit  for  an  hour  at  the  other 
end  of  the  room,  and  watch  her  like  a  dog  without 
moving.  He  could  have  sat  so  all  day,  but,  as  soon  as 
she    was   able   to   move   about,    nothing   could   keep 
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Miemy  in  one  place  more  than  an  hour  at  the  utmost. 
ly  this  time  Steenie  could  read  a  little,  and  his  read- 
,ng  was  by  no  means  as  fruitless  as  it  was  slow ;  he 
Ivould  sit  reading,  nor  at  all  lose  his  labour  that,  every 
>ther  moment  when  within  sight  of  her,  he  would 
'00k  up  to  see  if  she  wanted  anything.  To  this  mute 
ittendance  of  love  the  girl  became  so  accustomed 
:hat  she  regarded  it  as  her  right,  nor  had  ever  the 
spoiled  little  creature  occasion  to  imagine  that  it  was 
,not  yielded  her  ;  and  if  at  a  rare  moment  she  threw 
him  glance  or  small  smile — a  crumb  from  her  table 
to  her  dog — Steenie  would  for  one  joyous  instant  see 
into  the  seventh  heaven,  and  all  the  day  after  dwell  in 
the  fifth  or  sixth.  On  fine  clear  noontides  she  would 
walk  a  little  way  with  him  and  Snootie,  and  then  he 
would  talk  to  her  as  he  had  never  done  except  to 
Kirsty,  telling  her  wonderful  things  about  the  dog  and 
the  sheep,  the  stars  and  the  night,  the  clouds  and  the 
moon  ;  but  he  never  spoke  to  her  of  the  bonny  man. 
When,  on  their  return,  she  would  say  they  had  had  a 
pleasant  walk  together,  his  delight  would  be  unutter- 


22  HEATHER  AND  SNOW 

able  ;  but  all  the  time  Steenie  had  not  once  ventured 
a  word  belonging  to  any  of  the  deeper  thoughts  in  I 
which  his  heart  was  most  at  home.  Was  it  that  in  his 
own  eyes  he  was  but  a  worm  glorified  with  the  boon  of 
serving  an  angel  ?  was  it  that  he  felt  as  if  she  knew 
everything  of  that  kind,  and  he  had  nothing  to  tell 
her  but  the  things  that  entered  at  his  eyes  and  ears  ? 
or  was  it  that  a  sacred  instinct  of  her  incapacity  for 
holy  things  kept  him  silent  concerning  such?  At  times 
he  would  look  terribly  sad,  and  the  mood  would  last 
for  hours. 

Not  once  since  she  began  to  get  better,  had  Phemy 
alluded  to  her  faithless  lover.  In  its  departure  her 
illness  seemed  to  have  carried  with  it  her  unwhole- 
some love  for  him  ;  and  ceitainly,  as  if  overjoyed  at 
her  deliverance,  she  had  become  much  more  of  a  child. 
Kirsty  was  glad  for  her  sake,  and  gladder  still  that 
Francie  Gordon  had  done  her  no  irreparable  injury — 
seemed  not  even  to  have  left  his  simulacrum  in  her 
memory  and  imagination.  As  her  strength  returned, 
she  regained  the  childish  merriment  which  had  always 
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Irawn  Kirsty,  and  the  more  strongly  that  she  was  not 


lerself  light-hearted.     Kirsty's  rare  laugh  was  indeed 
•  i  merry  one,  but  when  happiest   of  all   she   hardly 
smiled.    Perhaps  she  never  would  laugh  her  own  laugh 
until  she  opened  her  eyes  in  heaven  !     But  how  can 
I!  any  one  laugh  his  real  best  laugh  before  that !     Until 
i ,  then  he  does  not  even  know  his  name  ! 

Phemy  seemed  more  pleased  to  see  her  father  every 
time  he  came  ;  and  Kirsty  began  to  hope  she  would 
tell  him  the  trouble  she  had  gone  through.  But  then 
Kirsty  had  a  perfect  faith  in  her  father,  and  a  girl  like 
Phemy  never  has  !  Her  father,  besides,  had  never 
been  father  enough  to  her.  He  had  been  invariably 
kind  and  trusting,  but  his  books  had  been  more  to  his 
hourly  life  than  his  daughter.  He  had  never  drawn 
her  to  him,  never  given  her  opportunity  of  coming 
really  near  him.  No  story,  however,  ends  in  this 
world.  The  first  volume  may  have  been  very  dull,  and 
yet  the  next  be  full  of  delight. 


CHAPTEE  XXI 


PHEMY    YIELDS    PLACE 


It  was  the  last  week  in  November  when  the  doctor 
came  himself  to  take  Phemy  home  to  her  father.  The 
day  was  bright  and  blue,  with  a  thin  carpet  of  snow 
on  the  ground,  beneath  which  the  roads  were  in  good 
condition.  While  she  was  getting  ready,  old  David 
went  out  and  talked  to  the  doctor  who  would  not  go 
in,  his  wrinkled  face  full  of  light,  and  his  heart  glad 
with  the  same  gladness  as  Kirsty's. 

Mrs.  Barclay  and  Kirsty  busied  themselves  about 
Phemy,  who  was  as  playful  and  teasing  as  a  pet  kitten 
while  they  dressed  her,  but  Steenie  kept  in  the  darkest 
corner,  watching  every  thing,  but  offering  no  unneeded 
help.     Without  once  looking  or  asking  for  him,  never 
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missing  him  in  fact,  Phemy  climbed,  with  David's  aid, 
into  the  gig  beside  the  doctor,  at  once  began  talking  to 
him,  and  never  turned  her  head  as  they  drove  away. 
The  moment  he  heard  the  sound  of  the  horse's  hoofs, 
Steenie  came  quietly  from  the  gloom  and  went  out  of 
the  back-door,  thinking  no  eye  was  upon  him.  But 
his  sister's  heart  was  never  off  him,  and  her  eyes  were 
oftener  on  him  than  he  knew. 

Of  late  he  had  begun  again  to  go  to  the  hill  at 
night,  and  Kirsty  feared  his  old  trouble  might  be 
returning.  Glad  as  she  was  to  serve  Phemy,  and  the 
father  through  the  daughter,  she  was  far  from  regret- 
ting her  departure,  for  now  she  would  have  leisure  for 
Steenie  and  her  books,  and  now  the  family  would 
gather  itself  once  more  into  the  perfect  sphere  to 
which  drop  and  ocean  alike  desires  to  shape  itself ! 

'  I  thoucht  ye  wud  be  efter  me  !'  cried  Steenie,  as 
she  opened  the  door  of  his  burrow,  within  an  hour  of 
his  leaving  the  house. 

Now  Kirsty  had  expected  to  find  him  full  of  grief 
because  of  Phemy's  going,  especially  as  the  heartless 
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girl,  for  such  Steenie's  sister  could  not  help  thinking 
her,  never  said  good-bye  to  her  most  loving  slave. 
And  she  did  certainly  descry  on  his  countenance 
traces  of  emotion,  and  in  his  eyes  the  lingering 
trouble  as  of  a  storm  all  but  overblown.  There  was 
however  in  his  face  the  light  as  of  a  far  sunk  aurora, 
the  outmost  rim  of  whose  radiance,  doubtfully  visible, 
seemed  to  encircle  his  whole  person.  He  was  not  lost 
in  any  gloom  !  She  sat  down  beside  him,  and  waited 
for  him  to  speak. 

Never  doubting  she  would  follow  him,  he  had 
already  built  up  a  good  peat-fire  on  the  hearth,  and 
placed  for  her  beside  it  a  low  settle  which  his  father 
had  made  for  him,  and  he  had  himself  covered  with  a 
sheepskin  of  thickest  fleece.  They  sat  silent  for  a 
while. 

•  Wad  ye  say  noo,  Kirsty,  'at  I  was  ony  use  til  her?' 
lie  asked  at  length. 

'Jist  a  heap,'  answered  Kirsty.  'I  kenna  what 
ever  she  or  I  wud  hae  dune  wantin  ye!  She  nott 
(needed)  a  heap  <>'  luikin  til !' 
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'  And  ye  think  niebbe  she'll  be  some  the  better, 
some  w'y  or  ither,  for  't  ?' 

'  Ay,  I  div  think  that,  Steenie.  But  to  tell  the 
trowth,  I'm  no  sure  she'll  think  verra  aft  aboot  what 
ye  did  for  her  !' 

'  0\v,  na  !  What  for  sud  she  ?  There's  no  need  for 
that!  It  was  for  hersel,  no  for  her  think-aboot-it,  I 
tried.  I  was  jist  fain  to  du  something  like  wash  the 
feet  o'  her.  Whan  I  cam  in  that  day — the  day  efter 
ye  broucht  her  hame,  ye  ken — the  luik  of  her  puir, 
bonny,  begrutten  facy  jist  turnt  my  hert  ower  i'  the 
mids  o'  me.  I  maist  think,  gien  I  hadna  been  able  to 
du  onything  for  her  afore  she  gaed,  I  wud  hae  come 
hame  here  to  my  ain  hoose  like  a  deein  sheep,  and 
lain  doom  Yon  face  o'  hers  comes  back  til  me  noo 
like  the  face  o'  a  lost  lammie  'at  the  shepherd  didna 
think  worth  gaein  oot  to  luik  for.  But  gien  I  had  sic 
a  sair  hert  for  her,  the  bonny  man  maun  hae  had  a 
sairer,  and  he'll  du  for  her  what  he  can — and  that 
maun  be  muckle — muckle  !  They  ca'  'iin  the  gude 
shepherd,  ye  ken  !' 
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He  sat  silent  for  some  minutes,  and  Kirsty's  heart 
was  too  full  to  let  her  speak.  She  could  only  say  to 
herself — '  And  folk  ca's  him  half-wuttit,  div  they  ! 
Weel,  lat  them  !  Gien  he  be  half-wuttit,  the  Lord's 
made  up  the  ither  half  wi'  better  !' 

'Ay!'  resumed  Steenie,  'the  gude  shepherd  tynes 
(loses)  no  ane  o'  them  a'!  But  I'll  miss  her  dreidfu' ! 
Eh,  but  I  likit  to  watch  the  wan  bit  facy  grow  and 
grow  till  't  was  roon'  and  rosy  again  !  And,  eh,  sic  a 
bonny  reid  and  white  as  it  was !  And  better  yet  I 
likit  to  see  yon  hert-brakin  luik  o'  the  lost  ane  weirin 
aye  awa  and  awa  till  't  was  clean  gane ! — And  noo 
she's  back  til  her  father,  bricht  and  licht  and  bonny 
as  the  lown  starry  nicht ! — Eh,  but  it  maks  me  happy 
to  think  o'  't !' 

'  Sae  it  maks  me  !'  responded  Kirsty,  feeling,  as  she 
regarded  him,  like  a  glorified  mother  beholding  her 
child  walking  in  the  truth. 

'  And  noo,'  continued  Steenie,  '  I'm  richt  glaid  she's 
gane,  and  my  min'  11  be  mair  at  ease  gien  I  tell  ye 
what  for: — I  maun  ave  tell  you   a'thing  'at  '11  bide 
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tellin,  Kirsty,  ye  ken  ! — Weel,  a  week  or  twa  ago,  I 
began  to  be  troubled  as  I  never  was  troubled  afore. 
I  canna  weel  say  what  was  the  cause  o'  't,  or  the  kin' 
o'  thing  it  was,  but  something  had  come  that  I  didna 
want  to  come,  and  couldna  keep  awa.  Maybe  ye'll 
ken  what  it  was  like  whan  I  tell  ye  'at  I  was  aye 
think-thinkin  aboot  Phemy.  Noo,  afore  she  cam,  I 
was  maist  aye  thinkin  aboot  the  bonny  man ;  and  it 
wasna  that  there  was  ony  sic  necessity  for  thinkin 
aboot  Phemy,  for  by  that  time  she  was  oot  o'  her 
meesery,  whatever  that  was,  or  whatever  had  the 
wyte  (blame)  o'  't.  I'  the  time  afore  her,  whan  my 
min'  wild  grow  a  bit  quaiet,  and  the  pooers  o'  dark- 
ness wud  draw  themsels  awa  a  bit,  aye  wud  come  the 
face  o'  the  bonny  man  intil  the  toom  place,  and  fill 
me  fresh  up  wi'  the  houp  o'  seein  him  or  lang  ;  but 
noo,  at  ilka  moment,  up  wud  come,  no  the  face  o'  the 
bonny  man,  but  the  face  o'  Phemy;  and  I  didna  like 
that,  and  I  cudna  help  it.  And  a  scraichin  fear 
grippit  me,  'at  I  was  turnin  fause  to  the  bonny  man. 
It  wisna  that  I  thoucht  he  wud  be  vext  wi'  me,  but 
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that  I  cudna  bide  onyfching  to  come  at  ween  me  and 

him.     I    teuk   mysel  weel    ower    the   heckles,  but   I 

cudna  mak  oot  'at  I  cud  a'thegither  help  it.     Ye  see, 

somehoo,  no  bein  made  a'thegither  like  ither  fowk,  I 

cudna  think  aboot  twa  things  at  ance,  and  I  bude  to 

think  aboot  the  ane  that  cam  o'  'tsel  like.     But,  as  I 

say,  it  troubled  me.     Weel,  the  day,  my  hert  was  sair 

at  her  gangin  awa,  for  I  had  been  lang  used  to  seein 

her  ilka  hoor,  maist  ilka  minute  ;  and  the  ae  wuss  i' 

my  hert  at  the  time  was  to  du  something  worth  duin 

for  her,  and  syne  dee  and  hae  dune  wi'  't — and  there, 

I  doobt,  I  clean  forgot  the   bonny  man  !     Whan   she 

got  intil  the  doctor's  gig  and  awa  they  drave,  my  hert 

grew  cauld ;  I  was  like  ane  deid  and  beginnin  to  rot  i' 

the  grave.     But  that  minute  I  h'ard,  or  it  was  jist  as 

gien  I  h'ard — I  dinna  mean  wi'  my  lugs,  but  i'  my  hert, 

ye  ken — a  v'ice  cry,  "  Steenie  !  Steenie  !"  and  I  cried 

lood  oot,  "  Comin,  Lord  !"  but  I  kent  weel  eneuch  the 

v'ice  was  insid     o'  me,  and  no  i'  my  heid,  but  i'  my 

hert — and  nane  the  less  i'  me  for  that  !     Sae  awa  at 

ance   I   cam   to   my  closet  here,  and    sat    doon,  and 
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hearkent  i'  the  how  o'  my  hert.  Never  a  word  cam, 
but  I  grew  quaiet — eh,  sae  quaiet  and  content  like, 
wi'oot  onything  to  mak  me  sae,  but  maybe  'at  he 
was  thinkin  aboot  me !  And  I'm  quaiet  yet.  And  as 
sune  's  it's  dark,  I  s'  gang  oot  and  see  whether  the 
bonny  man  be  onywhaur  aboot.  There's  naething 
atween  him  and  me  noo ;  for,  the  moment  I  begin  to 
think,  it's  him  'at  comes  to  be  thoucht  aboot,  and  no 
Phemy  ony  mair  !' 

'  Steenie,'  said  Kirsty,  '  it  was  the  bonny  man  sent 
Phemy  til  ye — to  gie  ye  something  to  du  for  him, 
luikin  efter  ane  o'  his  silly  lambs.' 

'  Ay,'  returned  Steenie  ;  '  I  ken  she  wasna  wiselike, 
sic  as  you  and  my  mither.  She  needit  a  heap  o' 
luikin  efter,  as  ye  said.' 

'  And  wi'  haein  to  luik  efter  her,  he  kenned  that 
the  thouchts  that  troubled  ye  wudna  sae  weel  win  in, 
and  wud  learn  to  bide  oot.  Jist  luik  at  ye  noo  ! 
See  boo  ye  hae  learnt  to  luik  efter  yersel !  Ye  saw- 
it  cudna  be  agreeable  to  her  to  hae  ye  aboot  her  no 
that  weel  washed,  and  wi'  claes  ye  didna  keep  tidy 
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and  clean  !  Sin'  ever  ye  tuik  to  luikin  efter  Phemy,  I 
hae  had  little  trouble  luikin  efter  you !' 

'  I  see't,  Kirsty,  I  see't !  I  never  thoucht  o'  the 
thing  afore  !  I  micht  du  a  heap  to  mak  mysel  mair 
like  ither  fowk !  Is'  no  forget,  noo  'at  I  hae  gotten 
a  grip  o'  the  thing.     Ye'll  see,  Kirsty !' 

'  That's  my  ain  Steenie  !'  answered  Kirsty.  '  Maybe 
the  bonny  man  cudna  be  aye  comin  to  ye  himsel, 
haein  ither  fowk  a  heap  to  luik  til,  and  sae  sent 
Phemy  to  lat  ye  ken  what  he  would  hae  o'  ye.  Noo 
'at  ye  hae  begun,  ye'll  be  growin  mair  and  mair  like 
ither  fowk.' 

'  Eh,  but  ye  fleg  me !  I  may  grow  ower  like  ither 
fowk !  I  maun  awa  oot,  Kirsty !  I'm  growin 
fleyt.' 

'  What  for,  Steenie '?'  cried  Kirsty,  not  a  little 
frightened  herself,  and  laying  her  hand  on  his  arm. 
She  feared  his  old  trouble  was  returning  in  force. 

'  'Cause  ither  fowk  never  sees  the  bonny  man,  they 
tell  me,'  he  replied. 

'  That's  their  ain  wyte,'  answered  Kirsty.     '  They 
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licht  a'  see  him  gien  they  wud — or  at  least  hear  him 
jsay  they  sud  see  him  or  lang.' 

'  Eh,  but  I'm  no  sure  'at  ever  I  did  see  him,  Kirsty  !' 

'  That  winna   haud   ye   ohn   seen   him   whan   the 
hoor  comes.     And  the  like's  true  o'  the  lave.' 

'  Ay,  for  I  canna  du  wantin  him — and  sae  nouther 
can  they  !' 

'  Naebody  can.  A'  maun  hae  seen  him,  or  be  gaein 
to  see  him.' 

'  I  hae  as  guid  as  seen  him,  Kirsty !  He  was  there ! 
He  helpit  me  whan  the  ill  folk  cam  to  pu'  at  me  !  — 
Ye  div  think  though,  Kirsty,  'at  I'm  b'un'  to  see  him 
some  day  ?' 

'  I'm  thinkin  the  hoor's  been  aye  set  for  that  same  !' 
answered  Kirsty. 

'  Kirsty,'  returned  Steenie,  not  quite  satisfied  with 
her  reply,  '  I'll  gang  clean  oot  the  wuts  I  hae,  gien  ye 
tell  me  I'm  never  to  see  him  face  to  face !' 

'  Hteenie,' rejoined  Kirsty  solemnly,  'I  wud  gang  oot 
'o  my  wuts  mysel  gien  I  didna  believe  that !  I  believe 
't  wi'  a'  my  heart,  my  bonny  man.' 

VOL.  II.  17 
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'  Weel,  and  that's  a'  richt !  But  ye  maunna  ca'  me 
yer  bonny  man,  Kirsty ;  for  there's  but  ae  bonny  man 
and  we  're  a'  brithers  and  sisters.  He  said  it 
himsel !' 

'  That's  verra  true,  Steenie  ;  but  whiles  ye're  sae 
like  him  I  canna  help  ca'in  ye  by  his  name.' 

'  Dinna  du't  again,  Kirsty.  I  canna  bide  it.  I'm 
no  bonny !  No  but  I  wud  sair  like  to  be  bonny — 
bonny  like  him,  Kirsty  ! — Did  ye  ever  hear  tell  'at  he 
had  a  father?  I  h'ard  a  man  ance  say  'at  he  hed. 
Sic  a  bonny  man  as  that  father  maun  be!  Jist 
think  o'  his  haein  a  son  like  him! — Dauvid  Barclay* 
maun  be  richt  sair  disappintit  wi'  sic  a  son  as  me 
— and  him  sic  a  man  himsel  !  What  for  is't, 
Kirsty  ?' 

'  That  '11  be  ane  o'  the  secrets  the  bonny  man's 
gaein  to  tell  his  ain  fowk  whan  he  gets  them  hame 
wi'  him !' 

'  His  ain  fowk,  Kirsty  ?' 

'  Ay,  siclike's  you  and  me.  Whan  we  gang  hame, 
he'll  tell's  a'  aboot  a  heap  o'  things  we  wad  fain  ken.' 
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•  His  ain  fowk  !  His  ain  fowk !'  Steenie  went  on 
for  a  while  murmuring  to  himself  at  intervals.  At 
last  he  said, 

'  What  maks  them  his  ain  fowk,  Kirsty  ?' 

'  What  maks  me  your  fowk,  Steenie?'  she  rejoined. 

'  That's  easy  to  tell !  It's  'cause  we  hae  the  same 
father  and  mither ;  I  hae  aye  kenned  that !'  answered 
Steenie  with  a  laugh. 

She  had  been  trying  to  puzzle  him,  he  thought,  but 
had  failed  ! 

'  W'eel,  the  bonny  man  and  you  and  me,  we  hae  a' 
the  same  father  :  that's  what  maks  us  his  ain  fowk  !— 
Ye  see  noo  ?' 

'  Ay,  I  see  !  I  see  !'  responded  Steenie,  and  again 
was  silent. 

Kirsty  thought  he  had  plenty  now  to  meditate  upon. 

'  Are  ye  comin  hame  wi'  me,'  she  asked,  '  or  are 
ye  gaein  to  bide,  Steenie?' 

'  I'll  gang  hame  wi'  ye,  gien  ye  like,  but  I  wud 
laither  bide  the  nicht,'  he  answered.  '  I'll  hae  jist 
this  ae  nicht  mair   oot  upo'  the  hill,  and  syne  the 
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morn  I'll  come  hame  to  the  hoose,  and  see  gien  I 
can  help  my  mither,  or  maybe  my  father.  That's 
what  the  bonny  man  wud  like  best,  I'm  sure.' 

Kirsty  went  home  with  a  glad  heart :  surely  Steenie 
was  now  in  a  fair  way  of  becoming;  as  he  phrased  it, 
'  like  ither  fowk  '! 

'  But  the  Lord's  gowk's  better  nor  the  warl's. 
prophet !'  she  said  to  herself. 


CHAPTER  XXII 


THE    HORN 


The  beginning  of  the  winter  had  been  open  and 
warm,  and  very  little  snow  had  fallen.  This  was 
much  in  Phemy's  favour,  and  by  the  new  year  she 
was  quite  well.  But,  notwithstanding  her  heartless- 
ness  toward  Steenie,  she  was  no  longer  quite  like  her 
old  self.  She  was  quieter  and  less  foolish  ;  she  had 
had  a  lesson  in  folly,  and  a  long  ministration  of  love, 
and  knew  now  a  trifle  about  both.  It  is  true  she 
wrote  nearly  as  much  silly  poetry,  but  it  was  not  so 
silly  as  before,  partly  because  her  imagination  had 
now  something  of  fact  to  go  upon,  and  poorest  fact 
is  better  than  mere  fancy.  So  free  was  her  heart, 
however,  that  she  went  of  herself  to  see  her  aunt  at 
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the  castle,  to  whom,  having  beheld  the  love  between 
David  and  his  daughter,  and  begun  to  feel  injured  by 
the  little  notice  her  father  took  of  her,  she  bewailed 
his  indifference. 

At  Mrs.  Bremner's  request  she  had  made  an  appoint- 
ment to  go  with  her  from  the  castle  on  a  certain 
Saturday  to  visit  a  distant  relative,  living  in  a  lonely 
cottage  on  the  other  side  of  the  Horn — a  woman  too 
old  ever  to  leave  her  home.  When  the  day  arrived, 
both  saw  that  the  weather  gave  signs  of  breaking, 
but  the  heavy  clouds  on  the  horizon  seemed  no  worse 
than  had  often  shown  themselves  that  winter,  and 
as  often  passed  away.  The  air  was  warm,  the  day 
bright,  the  earth  dry,  and  Phemy  and  her  aunt  were 
in  good  spirits.  They  had  purposed  to  return  early 
to  Weelset,  but  agreed  as  they  went  that  Phemy,  the 
days  being  so  short,  should  take  the  nearer  path  to 
Tiltowie,  over  the  Horn.  By  this  arrangement,  their 
visit  ended,  they  had  no  great  distance  to  walk  to- 
gether, Mrs.  Bremner's  way  lying  along  the  back  of 
the  hill,  and  Phemy's  over  the  nearer  shoulder  of  it. 
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As  they  took  leave  of  each  other  a  little  later  than 
'  they  had  intended,  Mrs.  Bremner  cast  a  glance  at  the 
gathering  clouds,  and  said, 

1  I  doobt,  lassie,  it's  gaein  to  ding  on  afore  the 
uicht !  I  wuss  we  war  name  the  twa  o'  's  !  Gien  it 
cam  on  to  snaw  and  blaw  baith,  we  micht  hae  ill 
winnin  there !' 

'  Noucht's  to  fear,  auntie,' returned  Phemy.  'It's 
a  heap  ower  warm  to  snaw.  It  may  rain— I  wudna 
won'er,  but  there'll  be  nae  snaw— no  afore  I  win  hame, 
onygait.' 

'  Weel,  min',  gien  there  be  ae  drap  o'  weet,  ye  maun 
change  ilka  stic  the  minute  ye're  i'  the  hoose.  Ye're 
no  that  stoot  yet !' 

'  I'll  be  sure,  auntie!'  answered  Phemy,  and  they 
parted  almost  at  a  right  angle. 

Before  Phemy  got  to  the  top  of  the  hill-shoulder, 
which  she  had  to  cross  by  a  path  no  better  than  a 
shcL'|)-track,  the  wind  had  turned  to  the  north,  and 
was  Mowing  keen,  with  gathering  strength,  from  the 
regions   of   everlasting   ice,   bringing  with    it   a   cold 


40  HEATHER  AND  SNOW 

terrible  to  be  faced  by  such  a  slight  creature  as 
Phemy ;  and  so  rapidly  did  its  force  increase  that  in 
a  few  minutes  she  had  to  fight  for  every  step  she 
took  ;  so  that,  when  at  length  she  reached  the  top, 
which  lay  bare  to  the  continuous  torrent  of  fierce  and 
fiercer  rushes,  her  strength  was  already  all  but  ex- 
hausted. The  wind  brought  up  heavier  and  heavier 
snow-clouds,  and  darkness  with  thein,  but  before  ever 
the  snow  began  to  fall,  Phemy  was  in  evil  case — in 
worse  case,  indeed,  than  she  could  know.  In  a  few 
minutes  the  tempest  had  blown  all  energy  out  of  her, 
and  she  sat  down  where  was  not  a  stone  to  shelter 
her.  When  she  rose,  afraid  to  sit  longer,  she  could 
no  more  see  the  track  through  the  heather  than  she 
could  tell  without  it  in  which  direction  to  turn.  She 
began  to  cry,  but  the  wind  did  not  heed  her  tears ;  it 
seemed  determined  to  blow  her  away.  And  now  came 
the  snow,  filling  the  wind  faster  and  faster,  until  at 
length  the  frightful  blasts  had  in  them,  perhaps,  more 
bulk  of  blinding  and  dizzying  snowfiakes  than  of  the 
air  which  drove  them.    They  threatened  between  them 
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to  fix  her  there  in  a  pillar  of  snow.  It  would  have 
been  terrible  indeed  for  Phemy  on  that  waste  hillside, 
but  that  the  cold  and  the  tempest  speedily  stupefied 
her. 

Kirsty  always  enjoyed  the  winter  heartily.  For  one 
thing,  it  roused  her  poetic  faculty — oh,  how  different 
in  its  outcome  from  Phemy's ! — far  more  than  the 
summer.  That  very  afternoon,  leaving  Steenie  with 
his  mother,  she  paid  a  visit  to  the  weem,  and  there, 
in  the  heart  of  the  earth,  made  the  following  little 
song,  addressed  to  the  sky-soaring  lark  : — 


What  gars  ye  sing  sae,  birdie, 
As  gien  ye  war  lord  o'  the  lift? 

On  breid  ye're  an  unco  sma'  lairdie, 
But  in  hicht  ye've  a  kingly  gift! 

A:  ye  hae  to  coont  yersel  rich  in, 
'S  a  wee  mawn  o'  glory-motes ! 

The  whilk  to  the  throne  ye're  aye  hitchin 
Wi'  a  lang  tow  o'  sapphire  notes! 


Ay,  j  er  sang's  the  sang  o'  an  angel 

For  a  sinfu'  thiapple  no  meet, 
Like  the  pipes  til  a  heavenly  braingel 

Whaur  they  dance  their  herts  intil  their  feet! 
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But  though  ye  canna  behaud,  birdie, 

Ye  ueedua  gar  a'thing  wheesht ! 
I'm  noucht  but  a  herplin  herdie, 

But  I  hae  a  sang  i'  my  breist ! 

Len*  me  yer  throat  to  sing  throuw, 

Len'  me  yer  wings  to  gang  hie, 
And  I'll  sing  ye  a  sang  a  laverock  to  cow, 

And  for  bliss  to  gar  him  dee! 

Long  before  she  had  finished  writing  it,  the  world 
was  dark  outside.  She  had  heard  but  little  heeded 
the  roaring  of  the  wind  over  her  :  when  at  length  she 
put  her  head  up  out  of  the  earth,  it  seized  her  by  the 
hair  as  if  it  would  drag  it  off.  It  took  her  more  than 
an  hour  to  get  home. 

In  the  meantime  Steenie  had  been  growing  restless. 
Coming  wind  often  affected  him  so.  He  had  been  out 
with  his  father,  who  expected  a  storm,  to  see  that  all 
was  snug  about  byres  and  stables,  and  feed  the  few 
sheep  in  an  outhouse  ;  now  he  had  come  in,  and  was 
wandering  about  the  house,  when  his  mother  pre- 
vailed on  him  to  sit  down  by  the  fireside  with  her. 
The  clouds  had  gathered  thick,  and  the  afternoon  was 
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ery  dark,  but  all  was  as  yet  still.  He  called  his  dog, 
end  Snootie  lay  down  at  his  feet,  ready  for  what  might 
some.  Steenie  sat  on  a  stool,  with  his  head  on  his 
notker's  knee,  and  for  a  while  seemed  lost  in  thought. 
rhen,  without  moving  or  looking  up,  he  said,  as  if 
thinking  aluud, — 

1  It  naun  be  fine  fun  up  there  amang  thae  cloods 
afore  the  flauks  begin  to  spread  !' 

'  What  mean  ye  by  that,  Steenie,  my  man  ?'  asked 
his  mother. 

'  They  maun  be  packit  sae  close,  sae  unco  close  i; 
their  muckle  pocks,  like  the  feathers  in  a  feather-bed ! 
and  syne,  whan  they  lat  them  a'  oot  thegither,  like 
haudin  the  bed  i'  their  twa  ban's  by  the  boddom 
comers,  they  maun  be  smorin  thick  till  they  begin  to 
spread  !' 

'  And  wha  think  ye  shaks  oot   the  muckle  pocks, 

Steenie  ?' 

'  I  dinna  ken.  I  hae  aften  thoucht  aboot  it.  1 
dinna  think  it's  likly  to  be  the  angels.  It's  m.ur  Like 
waik  for  the  bairnies  up  yoner  at  the  muckle  ferin  at 
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hame,  whaur  ilk  ane,  to  the  littlest  littlin,  kens  wha 
he's  aboot,  and  no  ane  o'  them's  like  some  o'  's  dooi 
here,  'at  gangs  a'   day  in   a   dream,  and   canna  ge 
oorsels  waukent  oot  o'  't.     I  wud  be  surer  but  that  \ 
hae  thoucht  whiles  I  saw  the  muckle  angels  themselt 
gaein  aboot,  throu  and  throu  the  ondingin  rlauchtei 
o'  the  snaw — no  mony  o'  them,  ye  ken,  but  jist  whiles 
ane  and  whiles  anither,  throu  amo'  the  cauld  feathers 
gaein  aye  straught  wi'  their   heids  up,  walkin  com- 
fortable, as  gien  they  war  at  hame  in't.     I'm  thinkin 
at  sic  a  time  they'll  be  efter  helpin  some  puir  body  'al 
the    snaw's   like    to    be    ower  muckle  for.     Eh    me ! 
gien  I  cud  but  get  rid  o'  my  feet,  and  win  up  to  see !' 

'  What  for  yer  feet,  Steenie  ?  What  ails  ye  aye  at 
yerfeet?  Feet's  gey  usefu'  kin  o' things  to  craturs, 
whether  gien  them  in  fours  or  twas  !' 

'  Ay,  but  mine's  sic  a  weicht !  It's  them  'at's  aye 
haudin  me  doon  !  I  wad  hae  been  up  and  awa  lan< 
syne  gien  it  hadna  been  for  them  !' 

'  And  what  wud  hae  been  comin  o'  hiz  wantin  ye 
Steenie  ?' 
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[I  '  Ye  wad^be  duin  sae  weel  wantin  me,  'at  ye  wud 
lie  aye  wantin  to  be  up  and  efter  me  !     A  body's  feet's 

,ae  doobt  usefu  to  haud  a  body  steady,  and  ohn  gane 
Ifilawin  aboot,  but  eh,  they're  unco  cummarsum  !     But 

lyne  they're  unco  guid  tu  to  haud  a  body  ohn  thoucht 
f)wre  muckle  o'  himsel !  They're  fine  heumblin 
things,  a  body's  feet !  But,  eh,  it'll  be  fine  wantin 
them  !' 

'  Whaur  on  earth  gat  ye  sic  notions  aboot  yer  feet  ? 
'Guid  kens  there's  naething  amiss  wi'  yer  feet  I 
Nouther  o'  ye  hes  ony  rizzon  to  be  ashamit  o'  yer 
feet.  The  fac  is,  your  feet's  by  ordinar  sma',  Steenie, 
and  can  add  but  unco  little  to  yer  weicht !' 

'  It's  a'  'at  ye  ken,  mother !'  answered  Steenie  with 
a  smile.  '  But,  'deed,  I  got  my  information  aboot  the 
feet  o'  fowk  frae  naegate  i'  this  waiT  !  The  bonny 
man  himsel  sent  word  aboot  them.  He  tellt  the 
minister  'at  tellt  me,  ance  I  was  at  the  kirk  wi'  you, 
mother— lang,  lang  syne— twa  or  three  hun'er  years, 
I'm  thinkin'.  The  bonny  man  tellt  his  ain  fowk  first 
that  he  was  gaein  awa  in  order  that  they  michtna  be 
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able  to  do  wan  tin  him,  and  bude  to  stir  themselve:  1 

and  come  up  efter  him.     And  syne  he  slippit  aff  hi;  | 

feet,  and  gaed  awa  up  intil  the  air  whaur  the  snav,  1 

comes  frae.     And  ever  sin  syne  he  comes  and  gang? 

as  he  likes.     And  efter  that  he  telled  the  minister  t<: 

tell  hiz  'at  we  was  to  lay  aside  the  weicht  that  sael 

easy  besets  us,  and  rin.     Noo  by  rin  he  maun  hae 

meaned  rin  up,  for  a  body's  no  to  rin  frae  the  deevil 

but  resist  him  ;    and  what  is't  that  hauds  onybody 

frae  rinnin  up  the  air   but    his  feet  ?     There  ! — But 

he's  promised  to  help  me  aff  wi'  my  feet  some  day : 

think  o'  that! — Eh,  gien  I  cud  but  get  my  feet  aff! 

Eh,  gien  they  wad  but  stick  i'  my  shune,  and  gang  wi' 

them  whan  I  pu'  them  aff !     They're  naething  efter  a', 

ye  ken,  but  the  shune  o'  my  sowl !' 

A  gust  of  wind  drove  against  the  house,  and  sank 
as  suddenly. 

'  That'll  be  ane  o'  them  !'  said  Steenie,  rising  hastily. 
1  He'll  be  wantin  me  !  It's  no  that  aften  they  want 
onything  o'  me  ayont  the  fair  words  a'  God's  craturs 
luik  for  frae  ane  anither,  but  whiles  they  do  want  me, 
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rid  I'm  thinkin  they  want  me  the  nicht.     I  maun  be 

afitl    !' 

\  '  Hoots,  laddie  !'  returned  his  mother,  '  what  can 
hey  be  wantin,  thae  gran'  omshers,  o'  siclike  as  you? 
bit  ye  doon,  and  bide  till  they  cry  ye  plain.  I  wud 
ain  hae  ye  safe  i'  the  hoose  the  nicht !' 

'  It's  a'  his  hoose,  mother !  A'  theroot's  therein  to 
pim.  He's  in's  ain  hoose  a'  the  time,  and  I'm  jist  as 
safe  atween  his  wa's  as  atween  yours.  Didna  nae- 
body  ever  tell  ye  that,  mother?  Weel,  I  ken  it  to  be 
true  !  And  for  wantin  sic  like  as  me,  gien  God  never 
has  need  o'  a  midge,  what  for  dis  he  mak  sic  a  lot  o' 
them  ?' 

'  'Deed  it's  true  eneuch  ye  say !'  returned  his 
mother.     '  But  I  div  won'er  ye're  no  fleyt !' 

'  Fleyt !'  rejoined  Steenie  ;  '  what  for  wud  I  be 
fleyt  ?  What  is  there  to  be  fleyt  at  ?  I  never  was 
fleyt  at  face  o'  man  or  wuman — na,  nor  o'  beast 
naither  !— I  was  ance,  and  never  but  that  ance,  fleyt 
&t  the  face  o'  a  bairn  !' 

'  And  what  for  that,  Steenie  ?' 
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'  He  was  rinnin  efter  his  wee  sister  to  lick  her,  and 
his  face  was  the  face  o'  a  deevil.  He  nearhan'  garred 
me  hate  him,  and  that  wild  hae  been  a  terrible  sin. 
But,  eh,  puir  laddie,  he  hed  a  richt  fearsome  wife  to 
the  mither  o'  him  !  I'm  thinkin  the  bonny  man  maun 
hae  a  heap  o'  tribble  wi'  siclike,  be  they  bairns  or 
anthers  !' 

'  Eh,  but  ye're  i'  the  richt  there,  laddie ! — Noo 
hearken  to  me:  ye  mamma  gang  the  nicht !'  said  his 
mother  anxiously.  '  Gien  yer  father  and  Kirsty  wad 
but  come  in  to  persuaud  ye !  I'm  clean  lost  wi'oot 
them  !' 

'  For  the  puir  idiot  hasna  the  sense  to  ken  what's 
wantit  o'  him!'  supplemented  Steenie,  with  a  laugh 
almost  merry. 

'  Daur  ye,'  cried  his  mother  indignantly,  '  mint  at 
sic  a  word  and  my  bairn  thegither?  He's  my  bonny 
man  !' 

'  Na,  mother,  na !  He's  the  bonny  man  at  wha's 
feet  I  sail  ae  day  sit,  clothed  and  i'  my  richt  min\ 
He  is  the  bonny  man  !' 
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'Thank  the  Lord,'  continued  his  mother,  still  harp- 
ing on  the  outrage  of  such  as  called  her  child  an  idiot, 
'''at  ye're  no  an  orphan — 'at  there's  three  o'  's  to  tak 
yer  part !' 

•  Naebody  can  be  an  orphan,'  said  Steenie,  '  sae 
land's  God's  nae  deid.' 

'  Lord,  and  they  ca'  ye  an  idiot,  div  they  !'  exclaimed 
Marion  Barclay. — '  Weel,  be  ye  or  no,  ye're  ane  o'  the 
babes  in  wha's  mooth  he  perfecteth  praise  !' 

'  He'll  du  that  some  day,  maybe  !'  answered  Steenie. 

'  But !  eh,  Steenie,'  pursued  his  mother,  '  ye  winna 
gang  the  nicht !' 

'  Mother,'  he  answered,  '  ye  dinna  ken,  nor  yet  do  I, 
what  to  mak  o'  me — what  wits  I  hae,  and  what  wits  I 
haena ;  but  this  ye'll  alloo,  that,  for  ony thing  ye  ken, 
the  bonny  man  may  be  cryin  upon  me  to  gang  efter 
some  puir  little  yowie  o'  his,  oot  her  lane  i'  the  storm 
the  nicht !' 

With  these  words  he  walked  gently  from  the  kitchen, 

his  dog  following  him. 

A  terrible  blast  rushed  right  into  the  fire  when  he 
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opened  the  door.  But  he  shut  it  behind  him  easily, 
and  his  mother  comforted  herself  that  she  had  known 
him  out  in  worse  weather.  Kirsty  entered  a  moment 
after,  and  when  her  father  came  in  from  the  loft  he 
called  his  workshop,  they  had  their  tea,  and  sat  round 
the  fire  after  it,  peacefully  talking,  a  little  troubled, 
but  nowise  uneasy  that  their  Steenie,  the  darling  of 
them  all,  was  away  on  the  Horn :  he  knew  every  foot 
of  its  sides  better  than  the  collie  who,  a  moment  ago 
asleep  before  the  fire,  was  now  following  at  his  master's 
heel. 

The  wind,  which  had  fallen  immediately  after  the' 
second  gust  as  after  the  first,  now  began  to  blow  with 
gathering  force,  and  it  took  Steenie  much  longer  than 
usual  to  make  his  way  over  height  and  hollow  from 
his  father's  house  to  his  own.  But  he  was  in  no 
hurry,  not  knowing  where  he  wTas  wanted.  I  do  not 
think  he  met  any  angels  as  he  went,  but  it  w7as  a 
pleasure  to  think  they  might  be  about  somewhere,  for 
they  were  sorry  for  his  heavy  feet,  and  always  greeted 
bim  kindly.     Not  that  they  ever   spoke    to   him,  he 
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said,  but  they  always  made  a  friendly  gesture — 
nodding  a  stately  head,  waving  a  strong  hand,  or 
sending  him  a  waft  of  cool  air  as  they  went  by,  a 
waft  that  would  come  to  him  through  the  fiercest 
hurricane  as  well  as  through  the  stillest  calm. 

Before,  strong-toiling  against  the  wind,  man  and 
dog  reached  their  refuge  among  the  rocks,  the  snow 
had  begun  to  fall,  and  the  night  seemed  solid  with 
blackness.  The  very  flakes  might  have  been  black  as 
the  snow  of  hell  for  any  gleam  they  gave.  But  they 
arrived  at  last,  and  Steenie,  making  Snootie  go  in 
before  him,  entered  the  low  door  with  bent  head,  and 
closed  it  behind  them.  The  dog  lay  down  weary,  but 
Steenie  set  about  lighting  the  peats  ready  piled 
between  the  great  stones  of  the  hearth.  The  wind 
howled  over  the  waste  hill  in  multitudinous  whirls, 
and  swept  like  a  level  cataract  over  the  ghastly  bog  at 
its  foot,  but  scarce  a  puff  blew  against  the  door  of 
their  burrow. 

When  his  fire  was  well  alight,  Steenie  seated  himself 
by  it  on  the  sheepskin  settle,  and  fell  into  a  reverie. 
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How  long  he  had  sat  thus  he  did  not  know,  when 
suddenly  the  wind  fell,  and  with  the  lull  master  and 
dog  started  together  to  their  feet :  was  it  indeed  a  cry    ' 
they  had  heard,  or  but   a  moan   between  wind  and 
mountain  ?     The  dog  flew  to  the  door  with  a  whine, 
and  began  to  sniff  and  scratch  at  the  crack  of  the 
threshold ;  Steenie,  thinking  it  was  still  dark,  went  to 
get  a  lantern  Kirsty  had  provided  him  with,  but  which 
he  had  never  yet  had  occasion  to  use.     The  dog  ran  ; 
back  to  him,  and  began  jumping  upon  him,  indicating 
thus  in  the  dark  recess  where  he  found  him  that  he  I 
wanted  him  to  open  the  door.     A  moment  more  and 
they  were  in  the  open   universe,    in  a  night   all    of 
snow,  lighted  by  the  wide  swooning  gleam  of  a  hidden  i 
moon,  whose  radiance,  almost  absorbed,  came  filtering 
through    miles   of    snow-cloud   to    reach   the   world. 
Nothing  but  snow  was  to  be  seen  in  heaven  or  earth, 
but  for  the  present  no  more  was  falling.     Steenie  set 
the  lighted  lantern  by  the  door,  and  follow  ed  Snootie, 
who  went  sniffing  and  snuffing  about. 

Steenie  always" regarded  inferior  animals,  and  espe- 
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aally  dogs,  as  a  lower  sort  of  angels,  with  ways  of 
;:heir  own,  into  which  it  would  be  time  to  inquire  by 
and  by,  when  either  they  could  talk  or  he  could  bark 
intelligently  and  intelligibly — in  which  it  used  to  annoy 
him  that  he  had  not  yet  succeeded.  It  was  in  part 
his  intense  desire  to  enter  into  the  thoughts  of  his  dog, 
that  used  to  make  him  imitate  him  the  most  of  the 
day.  I  think  he  put  his  body  as  nearly  into  the  shape 
of  the  dog's  as  he  could,  in  order  thus  to  aid  his  mind 
in  feeling  as  the  dog  was  feeling. 

As  the  dog  seemed  to  have  no  scent  of  anything, 
Steenie,  after  considering  for  a  moment  what  he  must 
do,  began  to  walk  in  a  spiral,  beginning  from  the  door, 
with  the  house  for  the  centre.  He  had  thus  got  out 
of  the  little  valley  on  to  the  open  hill,  and  the  wind 
had  begun  to  threaten  reawaking,  when  Snootie,  who 
was  a  little  way  to  one  side  of  him,  stopped  short,  and 
began  scratching  like  a  fury  in  the  snow.  Steenie  ran 
to  him,  and  dropped  on  his  knees  to  help  him :  he  had 
already  got  a  part  of  something  clear !  It  was  the  arm 
of  a  woman.    So  deep  was  the  snow  over  her,  that  the 
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cry  he  and  the  dog  had  heard,  could  not  surely  have 
been  uttered  by  her!  He  was  gently  clearing  the  snow 
from  the  head,  and  the  snow-like  features  were  vaguely 
emerging,  when  the  wind  gave  a  wild  howl,  the  night 
grew  dark  again,  and  in  bellowing  blackness  the  death- 
silent  snow  was  upon  them.  But  in  a  moment  or 
two  more,  with  Snootie's  vigorous  aid,  he  had  drawn 
the  body  of  a  slight,  delicately  formed  woman  out  of  its 
cold,  white  mould.  Somehow,  with  difficulty,  he  got 
it  on  his  back,  the  only  way  he  could  carry  it,  and 
staggered  away  with  it  toward  his  house.  Thus  laden, 
he  might  never  have  found  it,  near  as  it  was,  for  he 
was  not  very  strong,  and  the  ground  was  very  rough 
as  well  as  a  little  deep  in  snow,  but  they  had  left  such 
a  recent  track  that  the  guidance  of  the  dog  was  sure. 
The  wise  creature  did  not,  however,  follow  the  long 
track,  but  led  pretty  straight  across  the  spiral  for  the 
hut. 

The  body  grew  heavy  on  poor  Steenie's  back,  and 
the  cold  of  it  came  through  to  his  spine.  It  was  so 
cold  that  it  must  be  a  dead  thing,  he  thought.     His 
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breathing  grew  very  short,  compelling  him,  several 
times,  to  stop  and  rest.  His  legs  became  insensible 
under  him,  and  his  feet  got  heavier  and  heavier  in  the 
snow-filled,  entangling,  impeding  heather. 

What  if  it  were  Phemy !  he  thought  as  he  struggled 
on.  Then  he  would  have  the  beautiful  thing  all  to 
himself !  But  this  was  a  dead  thing,  he  feared — only 
a  thing,  and  no  woman  at  all !  Of  course  it  couldn't 
be  Phemy  !  She  was  at  home,  asleep  in  her  father's 
house !  He  had  always  shrunk  from  death  ;  even  a 
dead  mouse  he  could  not  touch  without  a  shudder ; 
but  this  was  a  woman,  and  might  come  alive  !  It  be- 
longed to  the  bonny  man,  anyhow,  and  he  would  stay 
out  with  it  all  night  rather  than  have  it  lie  there  alone 
in  the  snow  !  He  would  not  be  afraid  of  her  :  he  was 
nearly  dead  himself,  and  the  dead  were  not  afraid  of 
the  dead  !  She  had  only  put  off  her  shoes  !  But  she 
might  be  alive,  and  he  must  get  her  into  the  house  ! 
He  would  like  to  put  off  his  feet,  but  most  people 
would  rather  keep  them  on,  and  he  must  try  to  keep 
hers  on  for  her  ! 


56  HEATHER  AND  SNOW 

With  fast  failing  energy  he  reached  the  door, 
staggered  in,  dropped  his  burden  gently  on  his  own 
soft  heather-bed,  and  fell  exhausted. 

He  lay  but  a  moment,  came  to  himself,  rose,  and 
looked  at  the  lovely  thing  he  bad  laboured  to  redeem 
from  '  cold  obstruction.'  It  lay  just  as  it  had  fallen 
from  his  back,  its  face  uppermost :  it  icas  Phemy  ! 

For  a  moment  his  blood  seemed  to  stand  still ;  then 
all  the  divine  senses  of  the  half-witted  returned  to  him. 
There  was  no  time  to  be  sorrowful  over  her  :  he  must 
save  the  life  that  might  yet  be  in  that  frozen  form  ! 
He  had  nothing  in  the  house  except  warmth,  but 
warmth  more  than  aught  else  was  what  the  cold  thing 
needed  !  With  trembling  hands  he  took  off  her  half- 
thawed  clothes,  laid  her  in  the  thick  blankets  of  his 
bed,  and  covered  her  with  every  woollen  thing  in  the 
hut.  Then  he  made  up  a  large  fire,  in  the  hope  that 
some  of  its  heat  might  find  her. 

She  showed  no  sign  of  life.  Her  eyes  were  fast  shut : 
those  who  die  of  cold  only  sleep  into  a  deeper  sleep. 
Net  a  trace  of  suffering  was  to  be  seen  on  her  counte- 
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nance.  Death  alone,  pure,  calm,  cold,  and  sweet,  was 
there.  But  Steenie  had  never  seen  Death,  and  there 
was  room  for  him  to  doubt  and  hope.  He  laid  one 
fold  of  a  blanket  over  the  lovely  white  face,  as  he  had 
seen  a  mother  do  with  a  sleeping  infant,  called  his 
dog,  made  him  lie  down  on  her  feet,  and  told  him  to 
watch  ;  then  turned  away,  and  went  to  the  door.  As 
he  passed  the  fire,  he  coughed  and  grew  faint,  but 
recovering  himself,  picked  up  his  fallen  stick,  and  set 
out  for  Corbyknowe  and  Kirsty.  Once  more  the  wind 
had  ceased,  but  the  snow  was  yet  falling. 


CHAPTER   XXIII 


THE    STORM    AGAIN 


Kiksty  woke  suddenly  out  of  a  deep,  dreamless  sleep. 
A  white  face  was  bending  over  her — Steenie's — whiter 
than  ever  Kirsty  had  seen  it.  He  was  panting,  and 
his  eyes  were  huge.     She  started  up. 

'  Come  ;  come  !'  was  all  he  was  able  to  say. 

'  What's  the  metter,  Steenie  ?'  she  gasped. 

For  a  quarter  of  a  minute  he  stood  panting,  uuable 
to  speak. 

'  I'm  no  thinkin  ony thing's  gane  wrong,'  he  faltered 
at  length  with  an  effort,  recovering  breath  and  speech 
a  little.     '  The  bonny  man ' 

He  burst  into  tears  and  turned  his  head  away.  A 
vision  of  the  white,  lovely,  motionless  thing,  whose 
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hand  had  fallen  from  his  like  a  lump  of  lead,  lying 
alone  at  the  top  of  the  Horn,  with  the  dog  on  her  feet, 
had  overwhelmed  him  suddenly. 

Kirsty  was  sore  distressed.  She  dreaded  the  worst 
when  she  saw  him  thus  lose  the  self-restraint  hitherto 
so  remarkable  in  him.  She  leaned  from  her  bed, 
threw  her  arms  round  him,  and  drew  him  to  her.  He 
kneeled,  laid  his  head  on  her  bosom,  and  wept  as  she 
had  never  known  him  weep. 

'  I'll  tak  care  o'  ye,  Steenie,  my  man  !'  she  mur- 
mured.    '  Fear  ye  naething.' 

It  is  amazing  how  much,  in  the  strength  of  its  own 
divinity,  love  will  dare  promise  ! 

'Ay,  Kirsty,  I  ken  ye  wull,  but  it's  no  me  !'  said 
Steenie. 

Thereupon  he  gave  a  brief,  lucid  account  of  what 
had  occurred  in  the  night. 

'  And  noo  'at  I  hae  telt  ye,'  he  added,  '  it  luiks  a' 
sae  strange  'at  maybe  I  hae  beeu  but  dreamin,  efter 
a'  !  But  it  maun  be  true,  for  that  maun  hae  been 
what  the  angels  cam  cryin  upo'  me  for.     I'm  thinkin 
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they  wud  hae  broucht  me  straucht  til  her  themsels — 
they  maistly  gang  aboot  in  twas,  as  whan  they  gaed 
and  waukent  the  bonny  man — gien  it  hadna  been  'at 
the  guid  collie  was  aiqual  to  that !' 

Kirsty  told  him  to  go  and  rouse  the  kitchen  tire, 
and  she  would  be  with  him  in  a  minute.  She  sprang 
out  of  bed,  and  dressed  as  fast  as  she  could,  tb inking 
what  she  had  best  take  with  her.  '  The  puir  lassie,' 
she  said  to  herself,  '  may  be  growin  warm,  and 
sleepin  deith  awa ;  and  by  the  time  we  win  there 
she'll  be  needin  something,  like  the  lassie  'at  the  Lord 
liftit !'  But  in  her  heart  she  had  little  hope  :  it  would 
be  a  sad  day  for  the  schoolmaster. 

She  went  to  her  father  and  mother's  room,  found 
them  awake,  and  told  them  Steenie's  tale. 

'  It's  time  we  war  up,  wuman  !'  said  David. 

'  Ay,'  returned  his  wife,  '  but  Kirsty  canna  bide  for 
's.  Ye  maun  be  aff,  lassie  !  Tak  a  wee  whusky  wi' 
ye ;  but  min'  it's  no  that  safe  wi'  frozen^  fowk.  Het 
milk's  the  best  thing.  Tak  a  Ldrappie  o'  that  wi'  ye. 
I  s'  be  efter  ye  wi'  mail*.     And  dinna  forget  a  piece  to 
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uphaud  ye  as  ye  gang;  it'll  be  ill  fechtin  the  win'. 
Dinna  lat  Steenie  gang  back  wi'  ye ;  he  canna  be  fit . 
Sen'  him  to  ine,  and  I'll  persuaud  him. — Dauvid,  man, 
ye'll  hae  to  saiddle  and  ride  ;  the  doctor  maun  gan» 
wi'  ye  straught  to  Steenie's  hoose.' 

'  Lat  me  up,'  said  David,  making  a  motion  to  free 
himself  of  the  bedclothes. 

Kirsty  went,  and  got  some  milk  to  make  it  hot.  But 
when  she  reached  the  kitchen,  Steenie  was  not  there, 
and  the  fire,  which  he  had  tried  to  wake  up,  was 
all  but  black.  The  house-door  was  open,  and  the 
snow  drifting  in.  Steenie  was  gone  into  the  storm 
again  !  She  hurriedly  poured  the  milk  into  a  small 
bottle,  and  thrust  it  into  her  bosom  to  grow  warm  as 
she  went.  Then  she  lighted  a  lantern,  chiefly  that 
Steenie  might  catch  sight  of  it,  and  set  out. 

She  started  running,  certain,  she  thought,  to  overtake 
him.  The  wind  was  up  again,  but  it  was  almost 
behind  her,  and  the  night  was  not  absolutely  dark,  for 
the  moon  was  somewhere.  She  was  far  stronger  tha  n 
Steenie,  and  could  walk  faster,  but,  keen  as  was  her 
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outlook  on  all  sides,  for  the  snow  was  not  falling  too 
thick  to  let  her  see  a  little  way  through  it,  she  was  at 
length  near  the  top  of  the  Horn  without  having 
caught  a  glimpse  of  him.  Had  he  dropped  on  the 
way  ?  Had  she  in  her  haste  left  him  after  all  in  the 
house  ?  She  might  have  passed  him ;  that  was  easy 
to  do.  One  thing  she  was  sure  of — he  could  not  have 
got  to  his  house  before  her  ! 

As  she  drew  near  the  door  she  heard  a  short 
howl,  and  knew  it  for  Sncotie's.  Perhaps  Phemy 
had  revived  !  But  no  !  it  was  a  desolate,  forsaken 
cry  !  The  next  moment  came  a  glad  bark  :  was  it' 
the  footstep  of  Kirsty  it  greeted,  or  the  soul  of  Phemy? 

With  steady  hand,  and  heart  prepared,  she  opened 
the  door  and  went  in.  The  dog  came  bounding  to 
her  :  either  he  counted  himself  relieved,  or  could  bear 
it  no  longer.  He  cringed  at  her  feet ;  he  leaped  upon 
her ;  he  saw  in  her  his  saviour  from  the  terrible  silence 
and  cold  and  motionlessness.  Then  he  stood  still 
before  her,  looking  up  to  her,  and  wagging  his  tail,  but 
his  face  said  plainly  :  It  is  there  ! 
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Kirsty  hesitated  a  moment ;  a  weary  sense  of  use- 
essness  had  ovei'taken  her,  and  she  shrank  from 
encountering  the  unchanging  and  unchangeable  ;  but 
;she  cast  off  the  oppression,  and  followed  the  dog  to 
the  bedside.  He  jumped  up,  and  lay  down  where  his 
master  had  placed  him,  as  if  to  say  he  knew  his  duty, 
had  been  lying  there  all  the  time,  and  had  only  got  up 
the  moment  she  came.  It  was  the  one  warm  spot  in 
all  the  woollen  pile ;  the  feet  beneath  it  were  cold  as 
the  snow  outside,  and  the  lovely  form  lay  motionless 
as  a  thing  that  would  never  move  again.  Kirsty 
lifted  the  blanket :  there  was  Phemy's  face,  blind  with 
the  white  death !  It  did  not  look  at  her,  did  not 
recognise  her :  Phemy  was  there  and  not  there  I 
Phemy  was  far  away  !  Phemy  could  not  move  from 
where  she  lay  ! 

Hopeless,  Kirsty  yet  tried  her  best  to  wake  her  from 
her  snow-sleep,  shrinking  from  nothing,  except  for  the 
despair  of  it.  But  long  ere  she  gave  up  the  useless 
task,  she  was  thinking  far  more  about  Steenie  than 
Phemy. 
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He  did  not  come !  '  He  must  be  safe  with  his 
mother  !'  she  kept  saying  in  her  heart ;  but  she  could 
not  reassure  herself.  The  forsaken  fire,  the  open  door 
haunted  her.  She  would  succeed  for  a  moment  or  two 
in  quieting  her  fears,  calling  them  foolish  ;  the  next 
they  would  rush  upon  her  like  a  cataract,  and  almost 
overwhelm  her.  While  she  was  busy  with  the  dead, 
he  might  be  slowly  sinking  into  the  sleep  from  which 
she  could  not  wake  Phemy  ! 

She  laid  the  cold  snow-captive  straight,  and  left  her 
to  sleep  on.  Then,  calling  the  dog,  she  left  the  hut, 
in  the  hope  of  meeting  her  mother,  and  learning  that 
Steenie  was  at  home. 

Now  and  then,  while  at  her  sad  task,  she  had  been 
reminded  of  the  wind  by  its  hollow  roaring  all  about 
the  hill,  but  not  until  she  opened  the  door  had  she  any 
notion  how  the  snow  was  falling ;  neither  until  she 
left  the  hollow  for  the  bare  hill-side  did  she  realize 
how  the  wind  was  raging.  Then  indeed  the  world 
looked  dangerous  !  If  Steenie  was  out,  if  her  mother 
had  started,  they  were  lost !     She  would  have  gone 
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back  into  the  hut  with  the  dead,  but  that  she  might 
get  home  in  time  to  prevent  her  mother  from  setting 
out,  or  might  meet  her  on  the  way.  At  the  same  time 
the  tempest  between  her  and  her  home  looked  but  a 
little  less  terrible  to  her  than  a  sea  breaking  on  a 
rocky  shore. 
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CHAPTER    XXIV 


HOW  KIKSTY  FARED 


It  was  quite  dark,  and  round  her  swept  as  it  were  a 
whirlpool  of  snow.  The  swift  flakes  struck  at  her 
eyes  and  ears  like  a  swarm  of  vicious  flies.  In  such  a 
wind,  the  blows  of  the  soft  thin  snow,  beating  upon 
her  face,  now  from  one  quarter,  now  from  another, 
were  enough  to  bewilder  even  a  strong  woman  like 
Kit-sty.  They  were  like  hail  to  a  horse.  After  trying 
for  a  while  to  force  her  way,  she  suddenly  became 
aware  of  utter  ignorance  as  to  the  direction  in  which 
she  was  going,  and,  for  the  first  time  in  her  life,  a  fell 
terror  possessed  her — not  for  herself,  but  for  Steenie 
and  her  father  and  mother.  To  herself,  Kirsty  was 
nobody,    but    she    belonged    to    David   and    Marion 
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Barclay,  and  what  were  they  and  Steenie  to  do 
without  her  !  They  would  go  on  looking  for  her  till 
they  too  died,  and  were  buried  yards  deep  in  tha 
snow  ! 

She  kept  struggling  on,  her  head  bent,  and  her  body 
leaning  forward,  forcing  herself  against,  it  hardly 
seemed  through,  the  snow-filled  wind — but  whither? 
It  was  only  by  the  feel  of  the  earth  under  her  feet, 
that  she  could  tell,  and  at  times  she  was  by  no  means 
sure,  whether  she  was  going  up  or  down  hill.  She  kept 
on  and  on,  almost  hopeless  of  getting  anywhere,  certain 
of  nothing  but  that,  if  once  she  sat  down,  she  would 
never  rise  again.  Fatigue  that  must  not  yield,  and 
the  inroads  of  the  cold  sleep,  at  length  affected  her 
brain,  and  her  imagination  began  to  take  its  own  way 
with  her.  She  thought  herself  condemned  to  one  of 
those  awful  dust-towers,  for  she  had  read  Prideaux, 
specially  devilish  invention  of  the  Persians,  in  which 
by  the  constant  stirring  of  the  dust  so  that  it  filltd 
the  air,  the  lungs  of  the  culprit  were  at  length  abso- 
lutely choked  up.     Dead  of  the  dust,  she  revived  to 
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the  snow :  it  was  fearfully  white,  for  it  was  all  dead 
faces ;  she  crushed  and  waded  through  those  that  fell, 
while  multitudes  came  whirling  upon  her  from  all 
sides.  Gladly  would  she  have  thrown  herself  down 
among  them,  but  she  must  walk,  walk  on  for  ever ! 

All  the  time,  she  felt  in  her  dim  suffering  as  if  not 
she  but  those  at  home  suffered  :  she  had  deserted 
them  in  trouble,  and  do  what  she  might  she  would 
never  get  back  to  them  !  She  could,  she  thought,  if 
she  but  put  forth  the  needful  energy,  but  the  last  self- 
exhaustive  effort  never  would  come  ! 

Where  was  the  dog  ?  He  had  left  her  !  he  was 
nowhere  near  her !  She  tried  to  call  him,  but  the 
storm  choked  every  sound  in  her  very  throat.  He 
would  never  have  left  her  to  save  himself  !  He  who 
makes  the  dogs  must  be  at  least  as  faithful  as  they ! 
So  she  was  not  left  comfortless  ! 

Then  she  heard,  or  thought  she  heard  the  church- 
bell,  and  that  may  have  had  something  to  do  with  the 
strange  dream  out  of  which  she  came  gradually  to 
herself. 


CHAPTER    XXV 


KIRSTY  S    DREAM 


Her  dream  was  this  : — 

She  sat  at  the  communion-table  in  her  own  parish- 
church,  with  many  others,  none  of  whom  she  knew. 
A  man  with  piercing  eyes  went  along  the  table,  ex- 
amining the  faces  of  all  to  see  if  they  were  fit  to  par- 
take. When  he  came  to  Kirsty,  he  looked  at  her  for 
a  moment  sharply,  then  said,  '  That  woman  is  dead. 
She  has  been  in  the  snow  all  night.  Lay  her  in  the 
vault  under  the  church.'  She  rose  to  go  because  she 
was  dead,  and  hands  were  laid  upon  her  to  guide  her 
as  she  went.  They  brought  her  out  of  the  church 
into  the  snow  and  wind,  and  turned  away  to  leave 
her.     But   she   remonstrated  :    '  The   man   with   the 


70  HEATHER  AND  SNOW 

eyes,'  she  said,  '  gave  the  order  that  I  should  be  taken 
to  the  vault  of  the  church !' — '  Very  well,'  answered  a 
voice,  '  there  is  the  vault !  creep  into  it.'  She  saw  an 
opening  in  the  ground,  at  the  foot  of  the  wall  of  the 
church,  and  getting  down  on  her  hands  and  knees, 
crept  through  it,  and  with  difficulty  got  into  the 
vault.  There  all  was  still.  She  heard  the  wind 
raving,  but  it  sounded  afar  off.  Who  had  guided  her 
thither?  One  of  Steenie's  storm-angels,  or  the  Shep- 
herd of  the  sheep?  It  was  all  one,  for  the  storm- 
angels  were  his  sheep-dogs !  She  had  been  bewildered 
by  the  terrible  beating  of  the  snow-wind,  but  her  own 
wandering  was  another's  guiding  !  Beyond  the  tur- 
moil of  life  and  unutterably  glad,  she  fell  asleep,  and 
the  dream  left  her.  In  a  little  while,  however,  it 
came  again. 

She  was  lying,  she  thought,  on  the  stone-floor  of  the 
church-vault,  and  wondered  whether  the  examiner, 
notwithstanding  the  shining  of  his  eyes,  might  not 
have  made  a  mistake :  perhaps  she  was  not  so  very 
dead  !     Perhaps  she  was  not  quite  unfit  to  eat  of  the 
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bread  of  life  after  all !  She  moved  herself  a  little  ; 
then  tried  to  rise,  but  failed ;  tried  again  and  again, 
and  at  last  succeeded.  All  was  dark  around  her,  but 
something  seemed  present  that  was  known  to  her — 
whether  man,  or  woman,  or  beast,  or  thing,  she  could 
not  tell.  At  last  she  recognised  it ;  it  was  a  familiar 
odour,  a  peculiar  smell,  of  the  kind  we  call  earthy  : — 
it  was  the  air  of  her  own  earth-house,  in  days  that 
seemed  far  away  !  Perhaps  she  was  in  it  now  !  Then 
her  box  of  matches  might  be  there  too  !  She  felt  about 
and  found  it.  With  trembling  hands  she  struck  one, 
and  proceeded  to  light  her  lamp. 

It  burned  up.     Something  seized  her  by  the  heart. 

A  little  farther  in,  stretched  on  the  floor,  lay  a 
buman  form  on  its  face.  She  knew  at  once  that  it 
was  Steenie's.  The  feet  were  toward  her,  and  be- 
tween her  and  them  a  pair  of  shoes  :  he  was  dead  ! — 
he  had  got  rid  of  his  feet ! — he  was  gone  after  Phemy 
— gone  to  the  bonny  man  !  She  knelt,  and  turned  the 
body  over.  Her  heart  was  like  a  stone.  She  raised 
his  head  on  her  arm  :  it  was  plain  he  was  dead.     A 
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small  stream  of  blood  had  flowed  from  his  mouth,  and 
made  a  little  pool,  not  yet  quite  frozen.  Kirsty's  heart 
seemed  about  to  break  from  her  bosom  to  go  after  him  ; 
then  the  eternal  seemed  to  descend  upon  her  like  a 
waking  sleep,  a  clear  consciousness  of  peace.  It  was 
for  a  moment  as  if  she  saw  the  Father  at  the  heart  of 
the  universe,  with  all  his  children  about  his  knees  : 
her  pain  and  sorrow  and  weakness  were  gone  ;  she 
wept  glad  tears  over  the  brother  called  so  soon  from 
the  nursery  to  the  great  presence  chamber.  '  Eh , 
bonny  man  !'  she  cried  ;  '  is  't  possible  to  expec  ower 
muckle  frae  your  father  and  mine  !' 

She  sat  down  beside  what  was  left  of  Steenie,  and 
ate  of  the  oatcake,  and  drank  of  the  milk  she  had 
carried  forgotten  until  now. 

'  I  won'er  what  God  '11  du  wi'  the  twa !'  she  said 
to  herself.     '  Gien  /  lo'ed   them  baith  as  I  did,  he 
lo'es  them  better  !     I  wud  hae  dee'd  for  them  ;  he 
did!' 

She  rose  and  went  out. 

Light  had  come  at  last,  but  too  dim  to  be  more 
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than  gray.  The  world  was  one  large  white  sepulchre 
in  which  the  earth  lay  dead.  Warmth  and  hope  and 
spring  seemed  gone  for  ever.  But  God  was  alive  ; 
his  hearth-lire  burned ;  therefore  death  was  nowhere  ! 
She  knew  it  in  her  own  soul,  for  the  Father  was 
there,  and  she  knew  that  in  his  soul  were  all  the 
loved.  The  wind  had  ceased,  but  the  snow  was 
still  falling,  here  and  there  a  flake.  A  faint  blue- 
ness  tilled  the  air,  and  was  colder  than  the  white. 
Whether  the  day  was  at  hand  or  the  night,  she  could  not 
distinguish.  The  church  bell  began  to  ring,  sounding 
from  far  away  through  the  silence  :  what  mountains 
of  snow  must  yet  tower  unfallen  in  the  heavens,  when 
it  was  nearly  noon,  and  still  so  dark  !  But  Steeme 
was  out  of  the  snow — that  was  well !  Or  perhaps  ho 
was  beside  her  in  it,  only  he  could  leave  it  when  he 
would  !  Surely  anyhow  Phemy  must  be  with  him  ! 
She  could  not  be  left  all  alone  and  she  so  silly  ! 
Steeuie  would  have  her  to  teach !  His  trouble  must 
have  gone  the  moment  he  died,  but  Phemy  would 
have  to  And  out  what  a  goose  she  was !     She  would 
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be  very  miserable,  and  would  want  Steenie  !     Kirsty's 

thoughts  cut  their  own   channels :    she    was    as   far 

ahead  of  her  church  as  the  woman  of  Samaria  was 

ahead  of  the  high  priest  at  Jerusalem. 

Thus    thinking,     thinking,    she    kept    on   walking 

through  the  snow7   to  weep  on  her  mother's  bosom. 

t 
Suddenly    she    remembered,    and    stood    still :     her 

mother  was  going  to  follow  her  to  Steenie's  house  ! 

She  too  must  be  dead  in  the  snow ! — Well,  let  Heaven 

take  all !     They  were  born  to  die,  and  it  was  her  turn 

now  to  follow  her  mother !      She  started  again   for 

home,  and  at  length  drew  near  the  house. 

It  was  more  like  a  tomb  than  a  house.     The  door 

looked   as   if  no  one  had  gone  in  there  or  out   for 

ages.     Had   she    slept   in   the   snow   like  the  seven 

sleepers  in  the  cave  ?     "Were  the  need  and  the  use  of 

houses  and  doors  long  over  ?     Or  was  she  a   ghost 

come  to  have  one  look  more  at  her  old  home  in  a 

long  dead  world?     Perhaps  her  father  and  mother 

might  have  come  back  with  like   purpose,  and  she 

would  see  and  speak  to  them  !     Or  was  she,  alas ! 
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only  in  a  dream,  in  which  the  dead  would  not  speak 
toher?  But  God  was  not  dead,  and  while  God  livtd 
she  was  not  alone  even  in  a  dream  ! 

A  dark  bundle  lay  on  the  door-step  :  it  was  Snootie. 
He  had  been  scratching  and  whining  until  dtspa.'r 
came  upon  him,  and  he  lay  down  to  die. 

She  lifted  the  latch,  stepped  over  the  dog,  and 
entered.  The  peat-fire  was  smouldering  low  on  the 
hearth.  She  sat  down  and  closed  her  eyes.  When 
she  opened  them,  there  lay  Snootie,  stretched  out 
before  the  fire  !  She  rose  and  shut  the  door,  fed  and 
roused  the  fire,  and  brought  the  dog  some  milk,  which 
he  lapped  up  eagerly. 

Not  a  sound  was  in  the  house.  She  went  all  over 
it.  Father  nor  mother  was  there.  It  was  Sunday, 
and  all  the  men  were  away.  A  cow  lowed,  and  in 
her  heart  Kirsty  blessed  her  :  she  was  a  live  creature  ! 
She  would  go  and  milk  her  ! 


CHAPTEE     XXVI 


HOW   DAVID    FARED 


David  Barclay  got  up  the  moment  Kirsty  was  out  of 
the  room,  dressed  himself  in  haste,  swallowed  a  glass 
of  whisky,  saddled  the  gray  mare,  gave  her  a  feed  of 
oats,  which  she  ate  the  faster  that  she  felt  the  saddle', 
and  set  out  for  Tiltowie  to  get  the  doctor.  Threaten- 
ing as  the  weather  was,  he  was  well  on  the  road 
before  the  wind  became  so  full  of  snow  as  to  cause 
him  any  anxiety,  either  for  those  on  the  hill  or  for 
himself.  But  after  the  first  moment  of  anxiety,  a 
very  few  minutes  convinced  him  that  a  battle  with 
the  elements  was  at  hand  more  dangerous  than  he 
had  ever  had  to  fight  with  armed  men.  For  some 
distance  the  road  was  safe  enough  as  yet,  for   the 
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storm  had  not  had  time  to  heap  up  the  snow  between 
the  bordering  hills ;  but  by  and  by  he  must  come  out 
upon  a  large  track  recovered  by  slow  degrees  and 
great  labour  from  the  bog,  and  be  exposed  to  the  full 
force  of  the  now  furious  wind,  where  in  many  places 
it  would  be  far  easier  to  wander  off  than  to  stay 
upon  a  road  level  with  the  fields,  and  not  even 
bounded  by  a  ditch  the  size  of  a  wheel-track.  When 
he  reached  the  open,  therefore,  he  was  compelled  to 
go  at  a  footpace  through  the  thick,  blinding,  bewilder- 
ing tempest-driven  snow  ;  and  was  not  surprised  when, 
in  spite  of  all  his  caution,  he  found,  by  the  sudden 
sinking  and  withdrawing  of  one  of  his  mare's  legs 
with  a  squelching  noise,  that  he  had  got  astray  upon 
the  bog,  nor  knew  any  more  in  what  direction  the 
town  or  other  abode  of  humanity  lay.  The  only  thing 
he  did  know  was  the  side  of  the  road  to  which  he  had 
turned ;  and  that  he  knew  only  by  the  ground  into 
which  he  had  got :  no  step  farther  must  in  that 
direction  be  attempted.  His  mare  seemed  to  know 
this   as  well   as   himself,  for   when  she   had   pulled 
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her  leg  out,  she  drew  back  a  pace,  and  stood ;  where- 
upon David  cast  a  knot  on  the  reins,  threw  them  on 
her  neck,  and  told  her  to  go  where  she  pleased.  She 
turned  half  round  and  started  at  once,  feeling  her 
way  at  first  very  carefully.  Then  she  walked  slowly 
on,  with  her  head  hanging  low.  Again  and  again 
she  stopped  and  snuffed,  diverged  a  little,  and  went 
on. 

The  wind  was  packed  rather  than  charged  with 
snow.  Men  said  there  never  was  a  wind  of  the 
strength  with  so  much  snow  in  it.  David  began  to 
despair  of  ever  finding  the  road  again,  and  naturally- 
in  such  strait  thought  how  much  worse  would  Kirsty 
and  Steenie  be  faring  on  the  open  hill-side.  His  wife, 
he  knew,  could  not  have  started  before  the  storm  rose 
to  tempest,  and  would  delay  her  departure.  Then 
came  the  reflection,  how  little  at  any  time  could  a 
father  do  for  the  well-being  of  his  children  !  The 
fact  of  their  being  children  implied  their  need  of  an  all- 
powerful  father  :  must  there  not  then  be  such  a  father  ? 
Therewith  the  truth  dawned  upon  him,  that  first  of 


HOW  DAVID  FARED  79 

truths,  which  all  his  church-going  and  Bible-reading 
had  hitherto  failed  to  disclose,  that,  for  life  to  be  a 
good  thing  and  worth  living,  a  man  must  be  the  child 
of  a  perfect  father,  and  know  him.  In  his  terrible 
perturbation  about  his  children,  he  lifted  up  his  heart 
— not  to  the  Governor  of  the  world  ;  not  to  the  God 
of  Abraham  or  Moses  ;  not  in  the  least  to  the  God  of 
the  Kirk ;  least  of  all  to  the  God  of  the  Shorter 
Catechism  ;  but  to  the  faithful  creator  aud  Father 
of  David  Barclay.  The  aching  soul  which  none  but 
a  perfect  father  could  have  created  capable  of  deplor- 
ing its  own  fatherly  imperfection,  cried  out  to  the 
father  of  fathers  on  behalf  of  his  children,  and  as  he 
cried,  a  peace  came  stealing  over  him  such  as  he  had 
never  before  felt. 

Then  he  knew  that  his  mare  had  beeu  for  some 
time  on  hard  ground,  and  was  going  with  purpose  in 
her  gentle  trot.  In  five  minutes  more,  he  saw  the 
glimmer  of  a  light  through  the  snow.  Near  as  it  was, 
or  he  could  not  have  seen  it,  he  failed  repeatedly  in 
finding  his  way  to  it.     The  mare  at  length  fell  over  a 
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stone  wall  out  of  sight  in  the  snow,  and  when  they 
got  up  they  found  themselves  in  a  little  garden  at  the 
end  of  a  farmhouse.  Not,  however,  until  the  farmer 
came  to  the  door,  wondering  who  on  such  a  morning 
could  be  their  visitor,  did  he  know  to  what  farm  the 
mare  had  brought  him.  Weary,  and  well  aware  that 
no  doctor  in  his  senses  would  set  out  for  the  top  of 
the  Horn  in  such  a  tempest  of  black  and  white,  he 
gratefully  accepted  the  shelter  and  refreshment  of 
which  his  mare  and  he  stood  by  this  time  in  much 
need,  and  waited  for  a  lull  in  the  storm. 


CHAPTEE     XXVII 


HOW    MARION    FARED 


In  the  meantime  the  mother  of  the  family,  not  her- 
self at  the  moment  in  danger,  began  to  suffer  the 
most.  It  dismayed  her  to  find,  when  she  came  down, 
that  Steenie  had,  as  she  thought,  insisted  on  accom- 
panying Kirsty,  but  it  was  without  any  great  anxiety 
that  she  set  about  preparing  food  with  which  to 
follow  them. 

She  was  bending  over  her  fire,  busy  with  her 
cooking,  when  all  at  once  the  wind  came  rushing 
straight  down  the  chimney,  blew  sleet  into  the 
kitchen,  blew  soot  into  the  pot,  and  nearly  put  out 
the  fire.  It  was  but  a  small  whirlwind,  however,  and 
presently  passed. 

vol.  ii.  20 
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She  went  to  the  door,  opened  it  a  little  way,  and 
peeped  out :  the  morning  was  a  chaos  of  blackn  -ss 
and  snow  and  wind.  She  had  been  born  and  brought 
up  in  a  yet  wilder  region,  but  the  storm  threatened  to 
be  such  as  in  her  experience  was  unparalleled. 

'  God  preserve  's  !'  cried  the  poor  woman,  '  can  this 
be  the  en'  o'  a'thing  ?  Is  the  earth  turnin  intil  a 
rauckle  snaw-wreath,  'at  whan  a'  are  deid,  there  may 
be  nae  miss  o'  fowk  to  beery  them  ?  Eh,  sic  a  sepul- 
chrin  !  Mortal  wuman  cudna  carry  a  basket  in  sic  a 
leevin  snaw-drift !  Losh,  she  wudna  carry  hersel  far ! 
I  maun  bide  a  bit  gien  I  wad  be  ony  succour  till  them  ! 
It's  my  basket  they'll  be  wantin',  no  me  ;  and  i'  this 
drift,  basket  may  flee  but  it  winna  float !' 

She  turned  to  her  cooking  as  if  it  were  the  one  thing 
to  save  the  world.  Let  her  be  prepared  for  the  best 
as  well  as  for  the  worst !  Kirsty  might  find  Phemy 
past  helping,  and  bring  Steenie  home  !  Then  there 
was  David,  at  that  moment  fighting  for  his  life, 
perhaps  ! — if  he  came  home  now,  or  any  of  the  three, 
she  must  be  ready  to  save  their  lives  !  they  must  not 
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perish  on  her  hauds.  So  she  prepared  for  the  possible 
future,  not  by  brooding  on  it,  but  by  doing  the  work  of 
the  present.  She  cooked  and  cooked,  until  there  was 
nothing  more  to  be  done  in  that  way,  and  then,  having 
thus  cleared  the  way  for  it,  sat  down  and  cried.  There 
was  a  time  for  tears  :  the  Bible  said  there  was  !  and 
when  Marion's  hands  fell  into  her  lap,  their  hour— and 
not  till  then,  was  come.  To  go  out  after  Kirsty  would 
have  been  the  bare  foolishness  of  suicide,  would  have 
been  to  abandon  her  husband  and  children  against  the 
hour  of  their  coming  need  :  one  of  the  hardest  demands 
on  the  obedience  of  faith  is — to  do  nothing ;  it  is  often 
so  much  easier  to  do  foolishly  ! 

But  she  did  not  weep  long.  A  moment  more  and  she 
was  up  and  at  work  again,  hanging  a  great  kettle  of 
water  on  the  crook,  and  blowing  up  the  fire,  that  she 
might  have  hot  bottles  to  lay  in  every  bed.  Then 
she  assailed  the  peat-stack  in  spite  of  the  wind,  making 
to  it  journey  after  journey,  until  she  had  heaped  a 
great  pile  of  peats  in  the  corner  nearest  the  hearth. 

The  morning  wore  on  ;  the  storm  continued  raging  ; 
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no  news  came  from  the  white  world  ;  mankind  had 
vanished  in  the  whirling  snow.  It  was  well  the  men 
had  gone  home,  she  thought :  there  would  only  have 
been  the  more  in  danger,  the  more  to  be  fearful  about, 
for  all  would  have  been  abroad  in  the  drift,  hopelessly 
looking  for  one  another !  But  oh  Steenie,  Steenie  ! 
and  her  ain  Kirsty  ! 

About  half-past  ten  o'clock  the  wind  began  to  abate 
its  violence,  and  speedily  sank  to  a  calm,  wherewith 
the  snow  lost  its  main  terror.  She  looked  out ;  it  was 
falling  in  straight,  silent  lines,  flickering  slowly  down, 
but  very  thick.  She  could  find  her  way  now !  Hideous 
fears  assailed  her,  but  she  banished  them  imperiously  : 
they  should  not  sap  the  energy  whose  every  jot  would 
be  wanted  !  She  caught  up  the  bottle  of  hot  milk  she 
had  kept  ready,  wrapped  it  in  flannel,  tied  it,  with  a 
loaf  of  bread,  in  a  shawl  about  her  waist,  made  up  the 
fire,  closed  the  door,  and  set  out  for  Steenie's  house  on 
the  Horn. 


CHAPTEE  XXVIII 

HUSBAND       AND       WIFE 

Two  hours  or  so  earlier,  David,  perceiving  some 
assuagement  in  the  storm,  and  his  host  having  offered 
to  go  at  once  to  the  doctor  and  the  schoolmaster,  had 
taken  his  mare,  and  mounted  to  go  home.  He  met 
with  no  impediment  now  except  the  depth  of  the  snow, 
which  made  it  so  hard  for  the  mare  to  get  along  that, 
full  of  anxiety  about  his  children,  he  found  the  distance 
a  weary  one  to  traverse. 

When  at  length  he  reached  the  Knowe,  no  one  was 
there  to  welcome  him.  He  saw,  however,  by  the  fire 
and  the  food,  that  Marion  was  not  long  gone.  He  put 
up  the  gray,  clothed  her  and  fed  her,  drank  some  milk, 
caught  up  a  quarter  of  cakes,  and  started  for  the  hill. 
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The  snow  was  not  falling  so  thickly  now,  but  it  had 
already  almost  obliterated  the  footprints  of  his  wife. 
Still  he  could  distinguish  them  in  places,  and  with 
some  difficulty  succeeded  in  following  their  track  until 
it  was  clear  which  route  she  had  taken.  They  indi- 
cated the  easier,  though  longer  way — not  that  by  the 
earth- house,  and  the  father  and  daughter  passed  with- 
out seeing  each  other.  When  Kirsty  got  to  the 
farm,  her  father  was  following  her  mother  up  the 
hill. 

When  David  reached  the  Hillfauld,  the  name 
he  always  gave  Steenie's  house,  he  found  the  door 
open,  and  walked  in.  His  wife  did  not  hear  him, 
for  his  iron-shod  shoes  were  balled  with  snow.  She 
was  standing  over  the  body  of  Phemy,  looking  down 
on  the  white  sleep  with  a  solemn,  motherly,  tearless 
face.  She  turned  as  he  drew  near,  and  the  pair,  like 
the  lovers  they  were,  fell  each  in  the  other's  arms. 
Marion  was  the  first  to  speak. 

'  Eh  Dauvid  !     God  be  praised  I  hae  yersel !' 

'  Is  the  puir  thing  gane  ?'  asked  her  husband  iu  an 
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awe-hushed  tone,  looking  down  on  the  maid  that  was 
not  dead  but  sleeping. 

'  I  doobt  there's  no  doobt  aboot  that,'  answered 
Marion.  '  Steenie,  I  was  jist  thinkin,  wud  be  sair  dis- 
app'intit  to  learn  'at  there  was.  Eh,  the  faith  o'  that 
laddie  !  H'aven  to  him's  sic  a  rale  place,  and  sic  a 
hantle  better  nor  this  warl,  'at  he  wad  not  only  fain 
be  there  himsel,  but  wad  hae  Phemy  there — ay,  gien 
it  war  ever  sae  lang  afore  himsel !  Ye  see  he  kens 
naething  aboot  sin  and  the  saicrifeece,  and  he  disna 
un'erstan  'at  Phemy  was  aye  a  gey  wull  kin'  o'  a 
lassie !' 

'  Maybe  the  bonny  man,  as  Steenie  ca's  him,'  re- 
turned David,  '  may  hae  as  muckle  compassion  for  the 
puir  thing  i'  the  hert  o'  'im  as  Steenie  himsel !' 

'  Ow  ay  !  Whatfor  no  !  But  what  can  the  bonny 
man  himsel  du,  a'  bein  sattlet  ?' 

'  Dinna  leemit  the  Almichty,  wuman — and  that  i' 
the  verra  moment  whan  he's  been  to  hiz — I  wunna 
say  mair  gracious  nor  ord'nar,  for  that  cudna  be — but 
whan  he's  latten  us  see  a  bit  plainer  nor  common  that 
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he  is  gracious !  The  Lord  o'  mercy  'ill  manage  to 
luik  efter  the  lammie  he  made,  ae  w'y  or  ither,  there 
as  here.  Ye  daurna  say  he  didna  du  his  best  for  her 
here,  and  wull  he  no  du  his  best  for  her  there  as 
weel  ?' 

'  Doobtless,  Dauvid  !  But  ye  fricht  me  !  It  souns 
jist  rank  papistry — naither  mair  nor  less  !  What  can 
he  du  ?  He  canna  dee  again  for  ane  'at  wudna  turn 
til  'ioa  i'  this  life  !     The  thing's  no  to  be  thoucht !' 

'  Hoo  ken  ye  that,  wuman  ?  Ye  hae  jist  thoucht 
it  yersel !  Gien  I  was  you,  I  wudna  daur  to  say  what 
he  cudna  du  !  I'  the  meantime,  what  he  maks  me 
able  to  houp,  I'm  no  gaein  to  fling  frae  me  !' 

David  was  a  true  man :  he  could  not  believe  a  thing 
with  one  half  of  his  mind,  and  care  nothing  about  it 
with  the  other.  He,  like  his  Steenie,  believed  in  the 
bonny  man  about  in  the  world,  not  in  the  mere  image 
of  him  standing  in  the  precious  shrine  of  the  New 
Testament. 

After  a  brief  silence — 

'  Whaur's  Kirsty  and  Steenie?'  he  said. 
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'  The  Lord  kens  ;  I  dinna.' 

'  They'll  be  safe  eneuch.' 

'  It's  no  likly.' 

'  It's  sartin,'  said  David. 

And  therewith,  by  the  side  of  the  dead,  he  imparted 
-0  his  wife  the  thoughts  that  drove  misery  from  his 
leart  as  he  sat  on  his  mare  in  the  storm  with  the 
eins  on  her  neck,  nor  knew  whither  she  went. 

'  Ay,  ay,'  returned  his  wife  after  a  pause,  '  ye're  unco 
icht,  Dauvid,  as  aye  ye  are  !  And  I'm  jist  conscience- 
.tricken  to  think  'at  a'  my  life  lang  I  hae  been  ready 
o  murn  ower  the  sorrow  i'  my  hert,  never  thinkin  o' 
he  glaidness  i'  God's  !  What  call  hed  I  to  greit  ower 
keenie,  whan  God  maun  hae  been  aye  sair  pleased 
vi  him  !  What  sense  is  there  in  lamentation  sae 
ang's  God's  eident  settin  richt  a' !  His  hert's  the 
afity  o'  oors.  And  eh,  glaid  sure  he  maun  be,  wi  sic 
;  lot  o'  his  bairns  at  hame  aboot  him  !' 

1  Ay,'  returned  David  with  a  sigh,  thinking  of  his  old 
iomrade  and  the  son  he  had  left  behind  him,  '  but 
here's  the  prodigal  anes  !' 
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'  Thank  God,  we  hae  nae  prodigal !' 

'  Aye,  thank  him  !'  rejoined  David  ;  '  but  he  has 
prodigals  that  trouble  him  sair,  and  we  maun  see  til't 
'at  we  binna  thankless  auld  prodigals  oorsels  !' 

Again  followed  a  brief  silence. 

'  Eh,  but  isna  it  strange  ?'  said  Marion.  '  Here's 
you  and  me  stanin  murnin  ower  anither  man's  bairn, 
and  naewise  kennin  what's  come  o'  oor  ain  twa ! — 
Dauvid,  what  can  hae  come  o'  Steenie  and  Kirsty  ?' 

1  The  wull  o'  God's  what's  come  o'  them  ;  and  God 
haud  me  i'  the  grace  o'  wussin  naething  ither  nor  that 
same  !' 

'  Haud  to  that,  Dauvid,  and  haud  me  till't :  we 
kenna  what's  comin  !' 

'  The  wull  o'  God  's  comin,'  insisted  David.  '  But 
eh,'  he  added,  '  I'm  concernt  for  puir  Maister  Craig !' 

'  Weel,  lat's  awa  hame  and  see  whether  the  twa 
bena  there  afore  's ! — Eh,  but  the  sicht  o'  the  bonny 
corp  maun  hae  gien  Steenie  a  sair  hert  !  I  wudna 
won'er  gien  he  never  wan  ower't  i'  this  life  !' 

'  But  what'll  we  du  aboot  it  or  we  gang?     It's  the 
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storm  may  come  on  again  waur  nor  ever,  and  mak  it 
impossible  to  beery  her  for  a  month  !' 

'  We  cudna  carry  her  hame  atween's,  Dauvid — 
think  ye  ?' 

'  Na,  na ;  it's  no  as  gien  it  was  hersel !  And  cauld's 
a  fine  keeper — better  nor  a'  the  embalmin  o'  the 
Egyptians  !  Only  I'm  fain  to  haud  Steenie  ohn  seen 
her  again  !' 

'  Weel,  lat's  hap  her  i'  the  bonny  white  snaw  !' 
said  Marion.  '  She'll  keep  there  as  lang  as  the  snaw 
keeps,  and  naething  'ill  disturb  her  till  the  time  comes 
to  lay  her  awa  !' 

'  That's  weel  thoucht  o' !'  answered  David.  '  Eh, 
wuman,  but  it's  a  bonny  beerial  compared  wi'  sic  as 
I  hae  aften  gien  comrade  and  foe  alike !' 

They  went  out  and  chose  a  spot  close  by  the  house 
where  the  snow  lay  deep.  There  they  made  a  hollow, 
and  pressed  the  bottom  of  it  down  hard.  Then  they 
carried  out  and  laid  in  it  the  death-frozen  dove,  and 
heaped  upon  her  a  firm,  white,  marble-like  tomb  of 
heavenly  new-fallen  snow. 
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Without  re-entering  it,  they  closed  the  door  of 
Steenie's  refuge,  and  leaving  the  two  deserted  houses 
side  by  side,  made  what  slow  haste  they  could,  with 
anxious  hearts,  to  their  home.  The  snow  was  falling 
softly,  for  the  wind  was  still  asleep. 


CHAPTER  XXIX 

DAVID,   MARION,  KIRSTY,  SNOOTIE,  AND    WHAT    WAS    LEFT 
OF    STEENIE 

Kiksty  saw  their  shadows  darken  the  wall,  and  turn- 
ing from  her  work  at  the  dresser,  ran  to  the  door  to 
meet  them. 

1  God  be  thankit  !'  cried  David. 

Marion  gave  her  daughter  one  loving  look,  and 
entering  cast  a  fearful,  questioning  glance  around  the 
kitchen. 

'  "Whaur's  Steenie  ?'  she  said. 

'  He's  wi'  Phemy,  I'm  thinkin,'  faltered  Kirsty. 

'  Lassie,  are  ye  dementit  ?'  her  mother  almost 
screamed.     '  We're  this  minute  come  frae  there !' 

'  He    is    wi'    Phemy,    mother.     The    Lord    canna 
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surely  hae  pairtit  them,  gangin  in  maist  haudin 
hans  !' 

1  Kirsty,  I  haud  ye  accooutable  for  my  Steenie  !' 
cried  Marion,  sinking  on  a  chair,  and  covering  her 
face  with  her  hands. 

'  It's  the  wull  o'  God  'at's  accoontablc  for  him, 
wuman  !'  answered  David,  sitting  down  beside  her, 
and  laying  hold  of  her  arm. 

She  burst  into  terrible  weeping. 

'  He  maun  be  sair  at  hame  wi'  the  bonny  man!'  said 
Kirsty. 

'  Lassie,'  said  David,  'you  and  me  and  yer  mither,t 
we  hae  naething  left  but  be  better  bairns,  and  gang 
the  fester  to  the  bonny  man  ! — Whaur's  what's  left  0' 
the  laddie,  Kirsty  ?' 

'  Lyin  i'  my  hoose,  as  he  ca'd  it.  Mine  was  i'  the 
yerd,  his  i'  the  air,  he  said.  He  was  awa  afore  I  wan 
to  the  kitchen.  He  had  jist  killt  himsel  savin  at 
Phemy,  rinnin  and  fechtin  on,  upo'  the  barest  chance 
o'  savin  her  life ;  and  sae  whan  he  set  off  again  to 
gang  til  her,  no  bidin  for  me,  he  was  that  forfouchten 
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'at  he  hed  a  bluid-brak  in  's  breist,  and  was  jist  able, 
and  nae  mair,  to  creep  intil  the  weem  oot  o'  the  suaw. 
He  didna  like  the  place,  and  yet  had  a  kin'  0'  a  notion 
o'  the  bonny  man  bein  there  whiles.  I'm  thinkin 
Snootie  maun  hae  won  til  him,  and  run  hame  for  help, 
for  I  faund  him  maist  deid  upo'  the  door-step.' 

David  stooped  and  patted  the  dog. 

1  Na,  that  cudna  be,'  he  said,  '  or  he  wud  never  hae 
left  him,  I'm  thinkin. — Ye're  a  braw  dog,'  he  went  on 
to  the  collie,  '  and  I'm  thankfu'  yer  no  lyin  wi  yer 
tongue  oot ! — But  guid  comes  to  guid  doggies  !'  he 
added,  fondling  the  creature,  who  had  risen,  and 
feebly  set  his  paws  on  his  knee. 

1  And  ye  left  him  lyin  there  !  Hoo  hed  ye  the  hert, 
Kirsty  ?'  sobbed  the  mother  reproachfully. 

'  Mother,  he  was  better  aff  nor  ony  ither  ane  o'  's  ! 
I  winna  say,  mother,  'at  I  lo'ed  him  sae  weel  as  ye 
lo'ed  him,  for  maybe  that  wudna  be  natur — I  dinna 
ken ;  and  I  daurna  say  'at  I  lo'e  him  as  the  bonny 
man  lo'es  his  brithers  and  sisters  a' ;  but  I  hae  yet  to 
learn  hoo  to  lo'e  him  better.    Onygait,  the  bonny  man 
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wantit  him,  and  he  has  him !  And  whan  I  left  him 
there,  it  was  jist  as  gien  I  hield  him  oot  i'  my  airms 
and  said,  "  Hae,  Lord  ;  tak  him  :  he's  yer  ain  !"  ' 

'  Ye're  i'  the  richt,  Kirsty,  my  bonny  bairn!'  said 
David.  '  Yer  mither  and  me,  we  was  never  but  pleased 
wi'  onything  'at  ever  ye  did. — Isna  that  true,  Mar'on, 
my  ain  wuman  ?' 

1  True  as  his  word  !'  answered  the  mother,  and  rose, 
and  went  to  her  room. 

David  sought  the  yard,  saw  that  all  was  right  with 
the  beasts,  and  fed  them.  Thence  he  made  his  way  to 
his  workshop  over  the  cart-shed,  where  in  five  minutes 
he  constructed,  with  two  poles  run  through  two  sacks, 
a  very  good  stretcher,  carrying  it  to  the  kitchen, 
where  Kirsty  sat  motionless,  looking  into  the  fire. 

'  Kirsty,'  he  said,  '  ye're  'maist  as  strong's  a  man, 
and  I  wudna  wullinly  ony  but  oor  ain  three  sels  laid 
finger  upo'  what's  left  o'  Steenie  :  are  ye  up  to  takin 
the  feet  o'  'im  to  fess  him  hame  ?  Here's  what'll  mak 
it  'maist  easy !' 

Kirsty  rose  at  once. 
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■  A  drappy  o'  milk,  and  I'm  ready,'  she  answered. 
'  Wull  ye  no  tak  a  moofu'  o'  whusky  yersel,  father?' 

'  Na,  na  ;  I  want  naething,'  replied  David. 

He  had  not  yet  learned  what  Kirsty  went  through 
the  night  before,  when  he  asked  her  to  help  him  carry 
the  body  of  her  brother  home  through  the  snow. 
Kirsty,  however,  knew  no  reason  why  she  should  not 
be  as  able  as  her  father. 

He  took  the  stretcher,  and  they  set  out,  saying 
nothing  to  the  mother  :  she  was  still  in  her  own  room, 
and  they  hoped  she  might  fall  asleep. 

'  It  min's  me  o'  the  women  gauin  til  the  sepulchre  !' 
said  David.  '  Eh,  but  it  maun  hae  been  a  sair  time  til 
them  ! — a  heap  sairer  nor  this  hert-brak  here  !' 

'  Ye  see  they  didna  ken  'at  he  wasna  deid,'  assented 
Kirsty,  '  and  we  div  ken  'at  Steenie's  no  deid  !  He's 
maybe  walkin  aboot  wi  the  bonny  man — or  maybe  jist 
ristin  himsel  a  wee  efter  the  uprisin !  Jist  think  o'  his 
heid  bein  a'  richt,  and  his  een  as  clear  as  the  bonny 
man's  ain  !     Eh,  but  Steenie  maun  be  in  grit  glee !' 

Thus  talking  as  they  went,  they  reached  and  entered 
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the  earth-house.     They  found  no  angels  on  guard,  for 
Steenie  had  not  to  get  up  again. 

David  wept  the  few  tears  of  an  old  man  over  the  son 
who  had  been  of  no  use  in  the  world  but  the  best  use — 
to  love  and  be  loved.  Then,  one  at  the  head  and  the 
other  at  the  feet,  they  brought  the  body  out,  and  laid 
it  on  the  bier. 

Kirsty  went  in  again,  and  took  Steenie's  shoes, 
tying  them  in  her  apron. 

'His   feet's   no   sic   a   weicht    noo  !'    she   said,    as 

together  they  carried  their  burden  home. 

The  mother  met  them  at  the  door. 

'  Eh  !'  she  cried,  '  I  thoucht  the  Lord  had  taen  ye 

baith,  and  left  me  my  lane  'cause  I  was  sae  hard-hertit 

til  him !     But  noo  'at  he  's  broucht  ye  back — and 

Steenie,  what  there  is  o'  him,  puir  bairn  ! — I  s'  never 

say  anither  word,  but  jist  lat  him  du  as  he  likes.— 

There,  Lord,  I  hae  dune  !    Pardon  thoo  me  wha  canst.' 

They  carried  the  forsaken  thing  up  the  stair,  and 

laid  it  on  Kirsty's  bed,  looking  so  like  and  so  unlike 

Steenie  asleep.     Marion  was  so  exhausted,  both  mind 
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and  body,  that  her  husband  insisted  on  her  postponing 
all  further  ministration  till  the  morning ;  but  at  nigbt 
Kirsty  unclothed  the  untenanted,  and  put  on  it  a  long 
white  nightgown.  When  the  mother  saw  it  lying  thus 
she  smiled,  and  wept  no  more ;  she  knew  that  the 
bonny  man  had  taken  home  his  idiot. 


CHAPTEE  XXX 


FROM    SNOW    TO    FIRE 


My  narrative  must  now  go  a  little  way  back  in  time, 
and  a  long  way  from  the  region  of  heather  and  snow, 
to  India  in  the  year  of  the  mutiny.  The  regiment  in 
which  Francis  Gordon  served,  his  father's  old  regi- 
ment, had  lain  for  months  besieged  in  a  well  known 
city  by  the  native  troops,  and  had  begun  to  know  what 
privation  meant,  its  suffering  aggravated  by  that  of 
not  a  few  women  and  children.  With  the  other  por- 
tions of  the  Company's  army  there  shut  up,  it  had 
behaved  admirably.  Danger  and  sickness,  wounds 
and  fatigue,  hunger  and  death,  had  brought  out  the 
best  that  was  in  the  worst  of  them :  when  their 
country  knew  how  they  had  fought  and  endured,  she 
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was  proud  of  them.  Had  their  enemies,  however, 
been  naked  Zulus,  they  would  have  taken  the  place 
within  a  week. 

Francis  Gordon  had  done  his  part,  and  well. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  analyze  the  effect  of  the 
punishment  Kirsty  had  given  him,  but  its  influence 
was  upon  him  through  the  whole  of  the  terrible  time 
— none  the  less  beneficent  that  his  response  to  her 
stinging  blows  was  indignant  rage.  I  dare  hardly 
speculate  what,  had  she  not  defended  herself  so  that 
he  could  not  reach  her,  he  might  not  have  done  in  the 
first  instinctive  motions  of  natural  fury.  It  is  possible 
that  only  Kirsty's  skill  and  courage  saved  him  from 
what  he  would  never  have  surmounted  the  shame  of — 
taking  revenge  on  a  woman  avenging  a  woman's 
wrong :  from  having  deserved  to  be  struck  by  a 
woman,  nothing  but  repentant  shame  could  save  him. 

When  he  came  to  himself,  the  first  bitterness  of  the 
thing  over,  he  could  not  avoid  the  conviction,  that  the 
playmate  of  his  childhood,  whom  once  he  loved  best  in 
the  world,  and  who  when  a  girl  refused  to  marry  him, 
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had  come  to  despise  him,  and  that  righteously.  The 
idea  took  a  firm  hold  on  him,  and  became  his  most 
frequently  recurrent  thought.  The  wale  of  Kirsty's 
whip  served  to  recall  it  a  good  many  nights  ;  and  long 
after  that  had  ceased  either  to  smart  or  show,  the 
thought  would  return  of  itself  in  the  night-watches, 
and  was  certain  to  come  when  he  had  done  anything 
his  conscience  called  wrong,  or  his  judgment  foolish. 

The  officers  of  his  mess  were  mostly  men  of  char- 
acter with  ideas  better  at  least  than  ordinary  as  to 
what  became  a  man  ;  and  their  influence  on  one  by  no 
means  of  a  low,  though  of  an  unstable  nature,  was 
elevating.  It  is  true  that  a  change  into  a  regiment  of 
jolly,  good-mannered,  unprincipled  men  would  within  a 
month  have  brought  him  to  do  as  they  did ;  and  in 
another  month  would  have  quite  silenced,  for  a  time 
at  least,  his  poor  little  conscience  ;  but  he  was  at 
present  rising.  Events  had  been  in  his  favour ;  after 
reaching  India,  he  had  no  time  to  be  idle ;  the  mutiny 
broke  out,  he  must  bestir  himself,  and,  as  I  have  said, 
the  best  in  him  was  called  to  the  front. 
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He  was  specially  capable  of  action  with  show  in  it. 
Let  eyes  be  bent  upon  him,  and  he  would  go  far.  The 
presence  of  his  kind  to  see  and  laud  was  an  inspiration 
to  him.  Left  to  act  for  himself,  undirected  and  unseen, 
his  courage  would  not  have  proved  of  the  highest 
order.  Throughout  the  siege,  nevertheless,  he  was 
noted  for  a  daring  that  often  left  the  bounds  of  pru- 
dence far  behind.  More  than  once  he  was  wounded — 
once  seriously  ;  but  even  then  he  was  in  four  days 
again  at  his  post.  His  genial  manners,  friendly  car- 
riage, and  gay  endurance  rendered  him  a  favourite 
with  all. 

The  sufferings  of  the  besieged  at  length  grew  such, 
and  there  was  so  little  likelihood  of  the  approaching 
army  being  able  for  some  time  to  relieve  the  place, 
that  orders  were  issued  by  the  commander-in-chief  to 
abandon  it :  every  British  person  must  be  out  of  the 
city  before  the  night  of  the  day  following.  The  general 
in  charge  thereupon  resolved  to  take  advantage  of  the 
very  bad  watch  kept  by  the  enemy,  and  steal  away  in 
silence  the  same  night. 
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The  order  was  given  to  the  companies,  to  each  man 
individually,  to  prepare  for  the  perilous  attempt,  but 
to  keep  it  absolutely  secret  save  from  those  who  were 
to  accompany  them  ;  and  so  cautious  was  the  little 
English  colony  as  well  as  the  garrison,  that  not  a 
rumour  of  the  intended  evacuation  reached  the  be- 
siegers, while,  throughout  the  lines  and  in  the  canton- 
ments, it  was  thoroughly  understood  that,  at  a  certain 
hour  of  the  night,  without  call  of  bugle  or  beat  of 
drum,  everyone  should  be  ready  to  march.  Ten 
minutes  after  that  hour  the  garrison  was  in  motion. 
With  difficulty,  yet  with  sufficing  silence,  the  gates 
were  passed,  and  the  abandonment  effected. 

The  first  shot  of  the  enemy's  morning  salutation, 
earlier  than  usual,  went  tearing  through  a  bungalow 
within  whose  shattered  walls  lay  Francis  Gordon. 
In  a  dining-room,  whose  balcony  and  window-frame 
had  been  smashed  the  day  before,  he  still  slumbered 
wearily,  when  close  past  his  head  rushed  the  eighteen- 
pounder  with  its  infernal  scream.  He  started  up,  to 
find  the  blood  flowing  from  a  splinter  wound  on  his 
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;  temple  and  cheek-bone.  A  second  shot  struck  the 
foot  of  his  long  chair.  He  sprang  from  it,  and  hurried 
into  his  coat  and  waistcoat. 

But   how  was   all   so   still   inside  ?     Not  one  gun 
answered  !     Firing  at  such  an  hour,  he  thought,  the 
rebels  must  have  got  wind  of  their  intended  evacua- 
tion.    It  was  too  late  for  that,  but  why  did  not  the 
garrison   reply  ?     Between   the   shots   he   seemed   to 
hear  the  universal  silence.     Heavens  !  were  their  guns 
already  spiked  ?     If  so,  all  was  lost ! — But  it  was  day- 
light !     He  had  overslept  himself !     He  ought  to  have 
been  with  his  men — how  long  ago  he  could  not  tell, 
for  the  first  shot  had  taken  his  watch.     A  third  came 
and  broke  his  sword,  carrying  the  hilt  of  it  through 
the  wall   on   which   it   hung.      Not  a   sound,  not  a 
murmur  reached  him  from  the  fortifications.     Could 
the  garrison  be  gone  ?     Was  the  hour  past  ?     Had  no 
one  missed  him  ?     Certainly  no  one  had  called  him  ! 
He  rushed  into  the  compound.     Not  a  creature  was 
there  !     He  was  alone — one   English  officer  amid  a 
revolted  army  of  hating  Indians  ! 
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But  they  did  not  yet  know  that  their  prey  had 
slid  from  their  grasp,  for  they  were  going  on  with 
their  usual  gun-reveille,  instead  of  rushing  on  flank 
and  rear  of  the  retreating  column !  He  might  yet 
elude  them  and  overtake  the  garrison  !  Half-dazed, 
he  hurried  for  the  gate  by  which  they  were  to  leave 
the  city.  Not  a  live  thing  save  two  starved  dogs  did 
he  meet  on  his  way.  One  of  them  ran  from  him  ; 
the  other  would  have  followed  him,  but  a  ball  struck 
the  ground  between  them,  raising  a  cloud  of  dust,  and 
be  saw  no  more  of  the  dog. 

He  found  the  gate  open,  and  not  one  of  the  enemy  j 
in  sight.     Tokens  of  the  retreat  were  plentiful,  making 
the  track  he  had  to  follow  plain  enough. 

But  now  an  enemy  he  had  never  encountered 
before — a  sense  of  loneliness  and  desertion  and  help- 
lessness, rising  to  utter  desolation,  all  at  once  assailed 
him.  He  had  never  in  his  life  congratulated  himself 
on  being  alone — not  that  he  loved  his  neighbour,  but 
that  he  loved  his  neighbour's  company,  making  him 
less  aware  of  an  uneasy  self.    And  now  first  he  realized 
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that  he  had  seen  his  sword-hilt  go  off  with  a  round 
shot,  and  had  not  caught  up  his  revolver — that  he 
was,  in  fact,  absolutely  unarmed. 

He  quickened  his  pace  to  overtake  his  comrades. 
On  and  on  he  trudged  through  nothing  but  rice-fields, 
the  day  growing  hotter  and  hotter,  and  his  sense  of 
desolation  increasing.  Two  or  three  natives  passed 
him,  who  looked  at  him,  he  thought,  with  sinister 
eyes. 

He  had  eaten  no  breakfast,  and  was  not  likely 
to  have  any  lunch.  He  grew  sick  and  faint,  but  there 
was  no  refuge  :  he  must  walk,  walk  until  he  fell  and 
could  walk  no  more  !  With  the  heat  and  his  exertion, 
his  hardly  healed  wound  began  to  assert  itself  ;  and 
by  and  by  he  felt  so  ill,  that  he  turned  off  the  road, 
and  lay  down.  While  he  lay,  the  eyes  of  his  mind 
began  to  open  to  the  fact  that  the  courage  he  had 
hitherto  been  so  eager  to  show,  could  hardly  have 
been  of  the  right  sort,  seeing  it  was  gone — evaporated 
clean. 

He  rose  and  resumed  his  walk,  but  at  every  smallest 
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sound  started  in  fear  of  a  lurking  foe.  With  vainest 
regret  he  remembered  the  long-bladed  dagger-knife 
he  had  when  a  boy  carried  always  in  his  pocket.  It 
was  exhaustion  and  illness,  true,  that  destroyed  his 
courage,  but  not  the  less  was  he  a  man  of  fear,  not 
the  less  he  felt  himself  a  coward.  Again  he  got  into 
a  damp  brake  and  lajr  down,  in  a  minute  or  two  again 
got  up  and  went  on,  his  fear  growing  until,  mainly 
through  consciousness  of  itself,  it  ripened  into  abject 
terror.  Loneliness  seemed  to  have  taken  the  shape 
of  a  watching  omnipresent  enemy,  out  of  whose 
diffusion  death  might  at  any  moment  break  in  some  , 
hideous  form. 

It  was  getting  toward  night  when  at  length  he  saw 
dust  ahead  of  him,  and  soon  after,  he  descried  the 
straggling  rear  of  the  retreating  English.  Before  he 
reached  it  a  portion  had  halted  for  a  little  rest,  and 
he  was  glad  to  lie  down  in  a  rough  cart. 

Long  before  the  morning  the  cart  was  on  its 
way  again,  Gordon  in  it,  raving  with  fever,  and 
unable  to  tell  who  he  was.     He  was  soon  in  friendly 
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shelter,  however,  under  skilful  treatment,  and  tenderly 
nursed. 

When  at  length  he  seemed  to  have  almost  recovered 
his  health,  it  was  clear  that  he  had  in  great  measure 
lost  his  reason. 


CHAPTEE  XXXI 

KIRSTY    SHOWS   RESENTMENT 

Things  were  going  from  bad  to  worse  at  castle 
Weelset.  Whether  Mrs.  Gordon  had  disgusted  her 
friends  or  got  tired  of  them,  I  do  not  know,  but  she 
remained  at  home,  seldom  had  a  visitor,  and  never  a 
guest.  Eumour,  busy  in  country  as  in  town,  said  she 
was  more  and  more  manifesting  herself  a  slave  to 
strong  drink.  She  was  so  tired  of  herself,  that,  to 
escape  her  double,  she  made  it  increasingly  a  bore  to 
her.  She  never  read  a  book,  never  had  a  newspaper 
sent  her,  never  inquired  how  things  were  going  on 
about  the  place  or  in  any  part  of  the  world,  did 
nothing  for  herself  or  others,  only  ate,  drank,  slept, 
and  rased  at  those  around  her. 
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One  morning  David  Barclay,  having  occasion  to  see 
the  factor,  went  to  the  castle,  and  finding  he  was  at 
home  ill,  thought  he  would  make  an  attempt  to  see 
Mrs.  Gordon,  and  offer  what  service  he  could  render  : 
she  might  not  have  forgotten  that  in  old  days  he 
had  been  a  good  deal  about  the  estate.  She  received 
him  at  once,  but  behaved  in  such  extraordinary 
fashion  that  he  could  not  have  any  doubt  she  was  at 
least  half-drunk :  there  was  no  sense,  David  said, 
either  to  be  got  out  of  her,  or  put  into  her. 

At  Corbyknowe  they  heard  nothing  of  the  young 
laird.  The  papers  said  a  good  deal  about  the  state 
of  things  in  India,  but  Francis  Gordon  was  not 
mentioned. 

In  the  autumn  of  the  year  1858,  when  the  days 
were  growing  short  and  the  nights  cold  in  the  high 
region  about  the  Horn,  the  son  of  a  neighbouring 
farmer,  who  had  long  desired  to  know  Kirsty  better, 
called  at  Corbyknowe  with  his  sister,  ostensibly  on 
business  with  David.  They  were  shown  into  the 
parlour,   and  all  were   sitting  together  in  the  early 
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gloamin,  the  young  woman  bent  on  persuading  Kirsty 
to  pay  them  a  visit  and  see  the  improvements  they 
had  made  in  house  and  garden,  and  the  two  farmers 
lamenting  the  affairs  of  the  property  on  which  they 
were  tenants. 

'  But  I  hear  there's  new  grief  like  to  come  to  the 
auld  lairdship,;  said  William  Lammie,  as  he  sat  with 
an  elbow  on  the  tea-table  whence  Kirsty  was  removing 
the  crumbs. 

'  And  what  may  the  wisdom  o'  the  country-side  be 
puttin  forth  the  noo?'  asked  David  in  a  tone  of  good- 
humoured  irony. 

•  Weel,  as  I  hear,  Mistress  Comrie's  been  to  Embro' 
for  a  week  or  twa,  and's  come  hame  wi'  a  gey  queer 
story  concern  in  the  young  laird — awa  oot  there  whaur 
there's  been  sic  a  rumpus  wi'  the  h'athen  so'diers. 
There's  word  come,  she  says,  'at  he's  fa'en  intil  the 
verra  glaur  o'  disgrace,  funkin  at  something  they  set 
him  til :  na,  he  wudna !  And  they  bed  him  afore  a 
coort-mairtial  as  they  ca'  't,  and  broucht  it  in,  she 
says,  bare  cooardice,  and  jist  broke  him.     He'll  hae 
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ill  shawin  the  face  o'  'm  again  i'  's  ain  calf- 
country  !' 

'  It's  a  lee,'  said  Kirsty.  '  I  s'  tak  my  aith  o'  that, 
whaever  took  the  tellin  o'  't.  There  never  was  mark 
o'  cooard  upo'  Francie  Gordon.  He  hed  his  fauts,  but 
no  ane  o'  them  luikit  that  gait.  He  was  a  kin'  o'  saft- 
like  whiles,  and  unco  easy  come  ower,  but,  haein  little 
fear  mysel,  I  ken  a  cooard  whan  I  see  him.  Some- 
thing may  hae  set  up  his  pride — he  has  eneuch  o' 
that  for  twa  deevils — but  Francie  was  never  nae 
cooard !' 

'  Dinna  lay  the  lee  at  my  door,  I  beg  o'  ye,  Miss 
Barclay.  I  was  but  tellin  ye  what  fowk  was 
saying.' 

'  Fowk's  aye  sayin,  and  seldom  sayin  true.  The 
warst  o'  't  is  'at  honest  fowk's  aye  ready  to  believe 
leears  !  They  dinna  lee  themsel's,  and  sae  it's  no  easy 
to  them  to  think  anither  wad.  Thereby  the  fause 
word  has  free  coorse  and  is  glorifeed  !  They're  no  a' 
leears  'at  spreads  the  lee ;  but  for  them  'at  maks  the 
lee,  the  Lord  silence  them  !' 

voi.  11.  22 
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'  Hoots,  Kirsty,'  said  her  mother,  '  it  disna  become 
ye  to  curse  naebody !     It's  no  richt  o'  ye.' 

'  It's  a  guid  Bible-curse,  mother  !  It's  but  a  w'y  o' 
sayin  "  His  wull  be  dune  !"  ' 

'  Ye  needna  be  sae  fell  aboot  the  laird,  Miss  Barclay ! 
He  was  nae  partic'lar  frien  o'  yours  gien  a'  tales  be 
true  !'  remarked  her  admirer. 

'  I'm  tellin  ye  tales  is  maistly  lees.  I  hae  kenned 
the  laird  sin'  he  was  a  wee  laddie — and  afore  that; 
and  I'm  no  gaein  to  hear  him  leed  upo'  and  haud  my 
tongue  !  A  lee's  a  lee  whether  the  leear  be  a  leear  or 
no  ! — I  hae  dune.' 

She  did  not  speak  another  word  to  him  save  to  bid' 
him  good-night. 

In  the  beginning  of  the  year,  a  rumour  went  about 
the  country  that  the  laird  had  been  seen  at  the  castle, 
but  it  died  away. 

David  pondered,  but  asked  no  questions,  and  Mrs. 
Bremner  volunteered  no  information. 

Kirsty  of  course  heard  the  rumour,  but  she  never 
took  much   interest  in  the  goings  on  at  the  castle. 
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Mrs.  Gordon's  doings  were  not  such  as  the  angels 
desire  to  look  into ;  and  Kirsty,  not  distantly  related 
to  them,  and  inheriting  a  good  many  of  their  pecu- 
liarities, minded  her  own  business. 


CHAPTER    XXXII 


IN    THE    WORKSHOP 


One  night  in  the  month  of  January,  when  the  snow 
was  falling  thick,  but  the  air,  because  of  the  cloud- 
blankets  overhead,  was  not  piercing,  Kirsty  went  out 
to  the  workshop  to  tell  her  father  that  supper  was, 
ready.  David  was  a  Jack-of- all-trades — therein  re- 
sembling a  sailor  rather  than  a  soldier,  and  by  the 
light  of  a  single  dip  was  busy  with  some  bit  of 
carpenter's  work. 

He  did  not  raise  his  head  when  she  entered,  and 
heard  her  as  if  he  did  not  hear.  She  wondered  a 
little  and  waited.  After  a  few  moments  of  silence,  he 
said  quietly,  without  looking  up — 

1  Are  ye  awaur  o'  onything  by  ord'nar,  Kirsty  ?' 
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'  Na,  naething,  father,'  answered  Kirsty,  wondering 
still. 

'  It's  been  beirin  'tsel  in  upo'  me  at  my  bench  here, 
'at  Steenie's  aboot  the  place  the  nicht.  I  canna  help 
imaiginin  he's  been  upo'  this  verra  flure  ower  and 
ower  again  sin'  I  cam  oot,  as  gien  he  wad  fain  say 
something,  but  cudna,  and  gaed  awa  again.' 

'  Think  ye  he's  here  at  this  moment,  father?' 

'  Na,  he's  no.' 

'  He  used  to  think  whiles  the  bonny  man  was 
aboot !'  said  Kirsty  reflectively. 

'  My  mother  was  a  hielan  woman,  and  bed  the 
second  sicht ;  there  was  no  mainner  o'  doobt  aboot 
it  !'  remarked  David,  also  thoughtfully. 

'And  what  wad  ye  draw  frae  that,  father?'  asked 
Kirsty. 

1  Ow,  naething  verra  important,  maybe,  but  just  'at 
possibly  it  micht  be  i'  the  faimily !' 

'  I  wad  like  to  ken  yer  verra  thoucht,  father  !' 

'  Weel,  it's  jist  this :  I'm  thinkin  'at  some  may  be 
nearer  the  deid  nor  ithers.' 
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'  And,  maybe,'  supplemented  Kirsty,  '  some  o'  the 
deid  may  win  nearer  the  livin  nor  ithers  !' 

'Ay,  that's  it!  that's  the  haill  o'  't !'  answered 
David. 

Kirsty  turned  her  face  toward  the  farthest  corner. 
The  place  was  rather  large,  and  everywhere  dark 
except  within  the  narrow  circle  of  the  candle-light. 
In  a  quiet  voice,  with  a  little  quaver  in  it,  she  said 
aloud  : 

'  Gien  ye  be  here,  Steenie,  and  hae  the  pooer,  lat's 
ken  gien  there  be  onything  lyin  til  oor  ban'  'at  ye 
wuss  dune.  I'm  sure,  gien  there  be,  it's  for  oor  sakes 
and  no  for  yer  ain,  glaid  as  we  wud  a'  be  to  du  ony- 
thing for  ye  :  the  bonny  man  lats  ye  want  for  nae- 
thing  ;  we're  sure  o'  that !' 

'  Ay  are  we,  Steenie,'  assented  his  father. 

No  voice  came  from  the  darkness.  They  stood 
silent  for  a  while.     Then  David  said  : 

'  Gang  in,  lassie  ;  yer  mother  '11  be  won'erin  what's 
come  o'  ye.  I'll  be  in  in  a  meenit.  I  hae  jist  the 
last  stroke  to  gie  this  bit  jobby.' 


CHAPTER   XXXIII 


A    KACE     WITH    DEATH 


Without  a  word,  but  with  disappointment  in  her 
heart  that  Steenie  had  not  answered  them,  Kirsty 
obeyed.  But  she  went  round  through  the  rickyard 
that  she  might  have  a  moment's  thought  with  herself. 
Not  a  hand  was  laid  upon  her  out  of  the  darkness, 
no  faintest  sound  came  to  her  ears  through  the 
silently  falling  snow.  But  as  she  took  her  way 
between  two  ricks,  where  was  just  room  for  her  to 
piss,  she  felt — felt,  however,  without  the  slightest 
sense  of  material  opposition,  that  she  could  not  go 
through.  Endeavouring  afterward  to  describe  what 
rather  she  was  aware  of  than  felt,  she  said  the  nearest 
she  could  come  to  it,  but  it  was  not  right,  was  to  say 
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that  she  seemed  to  encounter  the  ghost  of  solidity. 
Certainly  nothing  seemed  to  touch  her.  She  made 
no  attempt  to  overcome  the  resistance,  and  the 
moment  she  turned,  knew  herself  free  to  move  in  any 
other  direction.  But  as  the  house  "was  still  her  goal, 
she  tried  another  space  between  two  of  the  ricks.  There 
again  she  found  she  could  not  pass.  Making  a  third 
essay  in  yet  another  interval,  she  was  once  more 
stopped  in  like  fashion.  With  that  came  the  con- 
viction that  she  was  wanted  elsewhere,  and  with  it 
the  thought  of  the  Horn.  She  turned  her  face  from 
the  house  and  made  straight  for  the  hill,  only  that 
she  took,  as  she  had  generally  done  with  Steenie,  the 
easier  and  rather  longer  wa)\ 

The  notion  of  the  presence  of  Steenie,  which  had 
been  with  her  all  the  time,  naturally  suggested  his 
house  as  the  spot  where  she  was  wanted,  and  thither 
she  sped.  But  the  moment  she  reached,  almost  befcre 
she  entered  it,  she  felt  as  if  it  were  utterly  empty — 
as  if  it  had  not  in  it  even  air  enough  to  give  her  breath. 

When  a  place  seems  to  repel  us,  when  we  feel  as 
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if  we  could  not  live  there,  what  if  the  cause  be  that 
there  are  no  souls  in  it  making  it  comfortable  to  the 
spiritual  sense  ?  That  the  knowledge  of  such  presence 
would  make  most  people  uneasy,  is  no  argument 
against  the  fancy :  truth  itself,  its  intrinsic,  essential, 
necessary  trueness  unrecognised,  must  be  repellent. 

Kirsty  did  not  remain  a  moment  in  Steenie's  house, 
but  set  her  face  to  go  home  by  the  shorter  and 
rougher  path  leading  over  the  earth-house  and  across 
the  little  burn. 

The  night  continued  dark,  with  an  occasional 
thinning  of  the  obscurity  when  some  high  current 
blew  the  clouds  aside  from  a  little  nest  of  stars.  Just 
as  Kirsty  reached  the  descent  to  the  burn,  the  snow 
ceased,  the  clouds  parted,  and  a  faint  worn  moon 
appeared.  She  looked  just  like  a  little  old  lady  too 
thin  and  too  tired  to  go  on  living  more  than  a  night 
longer.  But  her  waning  life  was  yet  potent  over 
Kirsty,  and  her  strange,  wasted  beauty,  dying  to  rise 
again,  made  her  glad  as  she  went  down  the  hill 
through  the  snow-crowned  heather.     The  oppression 
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which  came  on  her  in  Steenie's  house  was  gone 
entirely,  and  in  the  face  of  the  pale  ancient  moon 
her  heart  grew  so  light  that  she  broke  into  a  silly- 
song  which,  while  they  were  yet  children,  she  made 
for  Steenie,  who  was  never  tired  of  listening  to  it : 

Willy,  wally,  woo! 
Hame  comes  the  coo — 
Hummle,  bummle,  moo!  — 
Widin  ower  the  Bogie, 
Hame  to  fill  the  cogie! 
Bonny  hummle  coo, 
Wi'  her  baggy  fu' 
0'  butter  and  o'  milk, 
And  cream  as  saft  as  silk, 
A;  gethered  fiae  the  gerse 
Intil  her  tassly  purse, 
To  be  oors,  no  hers, 
Gudewillie,  hummle  coo  ! 
"Willy,  wally,  woo! 
Moo,  Hummlie,  moo  ! 

Singing  this  childish  rime,  dear  to  the  slow-waking 
soul  of  Steenie,  she  had  come  almost  to  the  bottom 
of  the  hill,  was  just  stepping  over  the  top  of  the 
weem,  when  something  like  a  groan  startled  her.  She 
stopped   and   sent    a   keen-searching    glance   around. 


i 
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It  came  again,  muffled  and  dull.  It  must  be  from  the 
earth-house  !  Somebody  was  there  !  It  could  not  be 
Steenie,  for  why  should  Steenie  groan?  But  he 
might  be  calling  her,  and  the  weera  changing  the 
character  of  the  sound !  Anyhow  she  must  be 
wanted  !     She  dived  in. 

She  could  scarcely  light  the  candle,  for  the  tremb- 
ling of  her  hand  and  the  beating  of  her  heart.  Slowly 
the  flame  grew,  and  the  glimmer  began  to  spread. 
She  stood  speechless,  and  stared.  Out  of  the  dark- 
ness at  her  feet  grew  the  form,  as  it  seemed,  of  Steenie, 
lying  on  his  face,  just  as  when  she  found  him  there  a 
year  before.     She  dropped  on  her  knees  beside  him. 

He  was  alive  at  least,  for  he  moved  !  '  Of  course,' 
thought  Kirsty,  '  he's  alive :  he  never  was  anything 
else  !'  His  face  was  turned  from  her,  and  his  arm  was 
under  it.  The  arm  next  her  lay  out  on  the  stones, 
and  she  took  the  ice-cold  hand  in  hers :  it  was  not 
Steenie's  !  She  took  the  candle,  and  leaned  across  to 
see  the  face.  God  in  heaven  !  there  was  the  mark  of 
her   whip :    it   was   Francie    Gordon  !      She  tried  to 
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rouse  him.  She  could  not ;  he  was  cold  as  ice,  and 
seemed  all  but  dead.  But  for  the  groan  she  had 
heard  she  would  have  been  sure  he  was  dead.  She 
blew  out  the  light,  and,  swift  as  her  hands  could  move, 
took  garment  after  garment  off,  and  laid  it,  warm  from 
her  live  heart,  over  and  under  him — all  save  one  which 
she  thought  too  thin  to  do  him  any  good.  Last  of  all, 
she  drew  her  stockings  over  his  hands  and  arms,  and, 
leaving  her  shoes  where  Steenie's  had  lain,  darted  out 
of  the  cave.  At  the  mouth  of  it  she  rose  erect  like 
one  escaped  from  the  tomb,  and  sped  in  dim-gleaming 
whiteness  over  the  snow,  scarce  to  have  been  seen 
against  it.  The  moon  was  but  a  shred — a  withered 
autumn  leaf  low  fallen  toward  the  dim  plain  of  the 
west.  As  she  ran  she  would  have  seemed  to  one 
of  Steenie's  angels,  out  that  night  on  the  hill,  a 
newly  disembodied  ghost  fleeing  home.  Swift  and 
shadowless  as  the  thought  of  her  own  brave  heart, 
she  ran.  Her  sense  of  power  and  speed  was  glorious. 
She  felt — not  thought — herself  a  human  goddess,  the 
daughter  of  the  Eternal.     Up  height  and  down  hollow 
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she  flew,  running  her  race  with  death,  not  an  open 
eye,  save  the  eyes  of  her  father  and  mother,  within 
miles  of  her  in  a  world  of  sleep  and  snow  and  night. 
Nor  did  she  slacken  her  pace  as  she  drew  near  the 
house,  she  only  ran  more  softly.  At  last  she  threw 
the  door  to  the  wall,  and  shot  up  the  steep  stair  to  her 
room,  calling  her  mother  as  she  went. 


CHAPTEE  XXXIV 


BACK     FROM     THE     GRAVE 


When  David  came  in  to  supper,  he  said  nothing,  ex- 
pecting Kirsty  every  moment  to  appear.  Marion  was 
the  first  to  ask  what  had  become  of  her.  David 
answered  she  had  left  him  in  the  workshop. 

'  Bless  the  bairn  !  what  can  she  be  aboot  this  time 
o'  nicht  ?'  said  her  mother. 

'  I  kenna,'  returned  David. 

When  they  had  sat  eating  their  supper  for  ten 
minutes,  vainly  expecting  her,  David  went  out  to  look 
for  her.  Eeturning  unsuccessful,  he  found  that  Marion 
had  sought  her  all  over  the  house  with  like  result. 
Then  they  became  uneasy. 

Before  going  to  look  for  her,  however,  David  had 
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begun  to  suspect  her  absence  in  one  way  or  another 
connected  with  the  subject  of  their  conversation  in 
the  worksbop,  to  which  he  had  not  for  the  moment 
meant  to  allude.  When  now  he  told  his  wife  what 
had  passed,  he  was  a  little  surprised  to  find  that  im- 
mediately she  grew  calm. 

'  Ow,  than,  she'll  be  wi'  Steenie  !'  she  said. 

Nor  did  her  patience  fail,  but  revived  that  of  her 
husband.  They  could  not,  however,  go  to  bed,  but 
sat  by  the  fire,  saying  a  word  or  two  now  and  then. 
The  slow  minutes  passed,  and  neither  of  them  moved 
save  David  once  to  put  on  peats. 

The  house-door  flew  open  suddenly,  and  they  heard 
Kirsty  cry,  '  Mother,  mother  !'  but  when  they  hastened 
to  the  door,  no  one  was  there.  They  heard  the  door 
of  her  room  close,  however,  and  Marion  went  up  the 
stair.  By  the  time  she  reached  it,  Kirsty  was  in  a 
thick  petticoat  and  buttoned-up  cloth-jacket,  had  a 
pair  of  shoes  on  her  bare  feet,  and  was  glowing  a 
'celestial  rosy-red.'  David  stood  where  he  was,  and 
in  half  a  minute  Kirsty  came  in  three  leaps  down  the 
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stair  to  him,  to  say  that  Francie  was  lying  in  the 
weem.  In  less  than  a  minute  the  old  soldier  was  out 
with  the  stable-lantern,  harnessing  one  of  the  horses, 
the  oldest  in  the  stable,  good  at  standing,  and  not  a 
bad  walker.  He  called  for  no  help,  yet  was  round  at 
the  door  so  speedily  as  to  astonish  even  Kirsty,  who 
stood  with  her  mother  in  the  entrance  by  a  pile  of 
bedding.  They  put  a  mattress  in  the  bottom  of  the 
cart,  and  plenty  of  blankets.  Kirsty  got  in,  lay  down 
and  covered  herself  up,  to  make  the  rough  ambulance 
warm,  and  David  drove  off.  They  soon  reached  the 
iceem  and  entered  it. 

The  moment  Kirsty  had  lighted  the  candle, 
'  Lassie,'  cried  David,  '  there's  been  a  wuman  here  !' 
1  It  luiks  like  it,'  answered   Kirsty  :  '  I  was   here 
mysel,  father  !' 

'  Ay,  ay !  of  coorse,  but  here's  claes — wuman's  claes  ! 
Whaur  cam  they  frae  ?     Wha's  claes  can  they  be  ?' 

'  Wha's  but  mine  ?'  returned  Kirsty,  as  she  stooped 
to  remove  from  his  face  the  garment  that  covered  his 
head. 
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'  The  Lord  preserve  'a  ! — to  the  verra  stockins  upo' 
the  hau's  o'  'm  !' 

'  I  had  no  dreid,  father,  o'  the  Lord  seem  me  as  he 
made  me  !' 

'  Lassie,'  cried  David,  with  heartfelt  admiration,  'ye 
sud  hae  been  dother  til  a  field-mershall.' 

'I  wudna  be  dother  til  a  king!'  returned  Kirsty. 
'  Gien  I  hed  to  be  born  again,  I  wudna  be  born  'cep  it 
was  to  Dauvid  Barclay.' 

'  My  ain  lassie  !'  murmured  her  father.  '  But,  eh,' 
he  added,  interrupting  his  own  thoughts,  '  we  maun 
haud  oor  tongues  till  we've  dune  the  thing  we're  sent 
to  du  !' 

They  bent  at  once  to  their  task. 

David  was  a  strong  man  still,  and  Kirsty  was  as 
good  at  a  lift  as  most  men.  They  had  no  difficulty  in 
raising  Gordon  between  them,  David  taking  his  head 
and  Kirsty  his  feet,  but  it  was  not  without  difficulty 
they  got  him  through  the  passage.  In  the  cart  they 
covered  him  so  that,  had  he  been  a  new-born  baby,  he 
could  have  taken  no  harm  except  it  were  by  suffoca- 

vol.  11.  23 
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tion,  and  then,  Kirsty  sitting  with  his  head  in  her  lap, 
they  drove  home  as  fast  as  the  old  horse  could  step  out. 

In  the  meantime  Marion  had  got  her  best  room 
ready,  and  warm.  When  they  reached  it,  Francie  was 
certainly  still  alive,  and  they  made  haste  to  lay  him  in 
the  hot  feather-bed.  In  about  an  hour  they  thought 
he  swallowed  a  little  milk.  Neither  Kirsty  nor  her 
parents  went  to  bed  that  night,  and  by  one  or  other  of 
them  the  patient  was  constantly  attended. 

Kirsty  took  the  first  watch,  and  was  satisfied  that 
his  breathing  grew  more  regular,  and  by  and  by 
stronger.  After  a  while  it  became  like  that  of  one  in 
a  troubled  sleep.  He  moved  his  head  a  little,  and 
murmured  like  one  dreaming  painfully.  She  called 
her  father,  and  told  him  he  was  saying  words  she 
could  not  understand.  He  took  her  place  and  sat 
near  him,  when  presently  his  soldier-ears,  still  sharp, 
heard  indications  of  a  hot  siege.  Once  he  started  up 
on  his  elbow,  and  put  his  hand  to  the  side  of  his  head. 
For  a  moment  he  looked  wildly  awake,  then  sank  back 
and  went  to  sleep  again. 
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As  Marion  was  by  him  in  the  morning,  all  at  once 
he  spoke  again,  and  more  plainly. 

'  Go  away,  mother  !'  he  said.  '  I  am  not  mad.  I  am 
only  troubled  in  my  mind.  I  will  tell  my  father  you 
killed  me.' 

Marion  tried  to  rouse  him,  telling  him  his  mother 
should  not  come  near  him.  He  did  not  seem  to  under- 
stand, but  apparently  her  words  soothed  him,  for  he 
went  to  sleep  once  more. 

He  was  gaunt  and  ghastly  to  look  at.  The  scar  on 
his  face,  which  Kirsty  had  taken  for  the  mark  of  her 
whip,  but  which  was  left  by  the  splinter  that  woke 
him,  remained  red  and  disfiguring.  But  the  worst  of 
his  look  was  in  his  eyes,  whose  glances  wandered  about 
uneasy  and  searching.  It  was  clear  all  was  not  right 
with  his  brain.  I  doubt  if  any  other  of  his  tenants 
would  have  recognized  him. 

For  a  good  many  days  he  was  like  one  awake  yet 
dreaming,  always  dreading  something,  invariably 
starting  when  the  door  opened,  and  when  quietest 
would    lie    gazing   at    the  one   bv   his   bedside   as    if 
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puzzled.  He  took  in  general  what  food  they  brought 
him,  but  at  times  refused  it  quite.  They  never  left 
him  alone  for  more  than  a  moment. 

So  far  were  they  from  giving  him  up  to  his  mother, 
that  the  mere  idea  of  letting  her  know  he  was  with 
them  never  entered  the  mind  of  one  of  them.  To  the 
doctor,  whom  at  once  they  had  called  in,  there  was 
no  need  to  explain  the  right  by  which  they  constituted 
themselves  his  guardians  :  anyone  would  have  judged 
it  better  for  him  to  be  with  them  than  with  her. 
David  said  to  himself  that  when  Francie  wanted  to 
leave  them  he  should  go ;  but  he  had  sought  refuge 
with  them,  and  he  should  have  it:  nothing  should 
make  him  give  him  up  except  legal  compulsion. 


CHAPTEE  XXXV 

FRANCIS    COMES    TO    HIMSELF 

One  morning,  Kirsty  sitting  beside  hiui,  Francis 
started  to  his  elbow  as  if  to  get  up,  then  seeing  her, 
lay  down  again  with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  her.  She 
glanced  at  him  now  and  then,  but  would  not  seem  to 
notice  him  much.  He  gazed  for  two  or  three  minutes, 
and  then  said,  in  a  low,  doubtful,  almost  timid, 
voice, 

'  Kirsty  ?' 

'Ay;  what  is't,  Francie?'  returned  Kirsty. 

'  Is't  yersel,  Kirsty  ?'  he  said. 

'Ay,  wha  ither,  Francie  !' 

'  Are  ye  angry  at  me,  Kirsty  ?' 

'  No  a  grain.     What  gars  ye  speir  sic  a  queston  ?' 
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'  Eh,  but  ye  gae  me  sic  a  ane  wi'  yer  whup — jist 
here  upo'  the  haffit !     Luik.' 

He  turned  the  side  of  his  head  toward  her,  and 
stroked  the  place,  like  a  small,  self-pitying  child. 
Kirsty  went  to  him,  and  kissed  it  like  a  mother.  She 
had  plainly  perceived  that  such  a  scar  could  not  be 
from  her  blow,  but  it  added  grievously  to  her  pain  at 
the  remembrance  of  it  that  the  poor  head  which  she 
had  struck,  had  in  the  very  same  place  been  torn  by  a 
splinter — for  so  the  doctor  said.  If  her  whip  left  any 
mark,  the  splinter  had  obliterated  it. 

'  And  syne,'  he  resumed,  '  ye  ca'd  me  a  cooard  !' 

'  Did  I  du  that,  ill  wuman  'at  I  was  !'  she  returned, 
with  tenderest  maternal  soothing. 

He  laid  his  arms  round  her  neck,  drew  her  feebly 
toward  him,  hid  his  head  on  her  bosom,  and  wept. 

Kirsty  put  her  arm  round  him,  held  him  closer,  and 
stroked  his  head  with  her  other  hand,  murmuring 
words  of  much  meaning  though  little  sense.  He 
drew  back  his  head,  looked  at  her  beseechingly,  and 
said, 
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'  Div  ye  thiuk  me  a  cooard,  Kirsty  ?' 

'  No  wi'  men,'  answered  the  truthful  girl,  who  would 
not  lie  even  in  ministration  to  a  mind  diseased. 

'  Maybe  ye  think  I  oucht  to  hae  strucken  ye  back 
whan  ye  strack  me  ?  I  wull  be  a  cooard  than,  lat  ye 
say  what  ye  like.  I  never  did,  and  I  never  will  hit  a 
lassie,  lat  her  kill  me  !' 

'  It  wasna  that,  Francie.  Gien  I  ca'd  ye  a  cooard, 
it  was  'at  ye  behaved  sae  ill  to  Phemy.' 

'  Eh,  the  bonny  little  Phemy !  I  had  'maist  forgotten 
her  !     Hoo  is  she,  Kirsty  ?' 

'  She's  weel — and  verra  weel,'  answered  Kirsty  ; 
'  she's  deid.' 

'  Deid  !'  echoed  Gordon,  with  a  cry,  again  raising 
himself  on  his  elbow.  '  Surely  it  wasna — it  wasna  'at 
the  puir  wee  thing  cudna  forget  me  !  The  thing's  no 
possible  !     I  wasna  worth  it !' 

'  Na,  na ;  it  wasna  ae  grain  that !  Her  deein  had 
naething  to  du  wi  that — nor  wi  you  in  ony  w'y.  I 
dinna  believe  she  was  a  hair  waur  for  ony  nonsense 
ye  said  til  her — shame  o'  ye  as  it  was!    She  dee'd  upo 
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the  Horn,  ae  awfu'  tempest  o'  a  nicht.  She  cudna  hae 
suffert  lang,  puir  thing !  She  hadna  the  stren'th  to 
suffer  inuckle.  Sae  awa  she  gaed  ! — and  Steenie  efter 
her  !'  added  Kirsty  in  a  lower  tone,  but  Francis  did 
not  seem  to  hear,  and  said  no  more  for  a  while. 

'  But  I  maun  tell  ye  the  trowth,  Kirsty,'  he  re- 
sumed :  '  forby  yersel,  there's  them  'at  says  I'm  a 
cooard  !' 

'I  h'ard  ae  man  say't,  only  ane,  and  him  only 
ance.' 

'And  ye  said  til  'im,  "Ay,  I  hae  lang  kenned 
that !" ' 

'  I  tellt  him  whaever  said  it  was  a  leear !' 

'But  ye  believt  it  yersel,  Kirsty!' 

'  Wad  ye  hae  me  leear  and  hypocrite  forby,  to  ca' 
fowk  ill  names  for  sayin  what  I  believt  mysel !' 

'But  I  am  a  cooard,  Kirsty  !' 

'  Ye  are  not,  Francie.  I  wunna  believe't  though 
yersel  say  't !  It's  naething  but  a  dist  o'  styte  and 
nonsense  'at's  won  in  throu  the  cracks  ye  got  i'  yer 
heid,  fechtin.     Ye  was  aye  a  daft  kin'  o'  a  cratur, 
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Francie !  Gien  onybody  ever  said  it,  mak  ye  speed  and 
get  yer  health  again,  and  syne  ye  can  shaw  him  plain 
'at  he's  a  leear.' 

'  But  I  tell  ye,  Kirsty,  I  ran  awa  !' 

'  I  fancy  ye  wud  hae  been  naething  but  a  muckle 
idiot  gien  ye  hadna ! — Ye  didna  ley  onybody  in  trouble ! 
— did  ye  noo  ?' 

'  No  a  sowl  'at  I  ken  o'.  Na,  I  didna  do  that.  The 
fac  was — but  nae  blame  to  them — they  a'  gaed  awa 
and  left  me  my  lane,  sleepin.  I  maun  hae  been  terrible 
tired.' 

'  I  telled  ye  sae  !'  cried  Kirsty.  '  Jist  gang  ower  the 
story  to  me,  Francie,  and  I  s'  tell  ye  whether  ye're  a 
cooard  or  no.  I  dinna  believe  a  stime  o'  't !  Ye  never 
was,  and  never  was  likly  to  be  a  cooard.  I  s'  be  at 
the  boddom  o'  't  wi'  whaever  daur  threpe  me  sic  a 
lee!' 

But  Francis  showed  such  signs  of  excitement  as 
well  as  exhaustion,  that  Kirsty  saw  she  must  not  let 
him  talk  longer. 

'  Or  I'll  tell  ye  what !'  she  added  : '  —  yell  tell  father 
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and  mother  and  me  the  haill  tale,  this  verra  nicht,  or 
maybe  the  morn's  mornin.  Ye  maun  hae  an  egg  noo, 
and  a  drappy  o'  milk — creamy  milk,  Francie !  Ye 
aye  likit  that !' 

She  went  and  prepared  the  little  meal,  and  after 
taking  it  he  went  to  sleep. 

In  the  evening,  with  the  help  of  their  questioning, 
he  told  them  everything  he  could  recall  from  the 
moment  he  woke  to  find  the  place  abandoned,  not 
omitting  his  terrors  on  the  way,  until  he  overtook  the 
rear  of  the  garrison. 

'  I  dinna  won'er  ye  was  fieyt,  Francie,'  said  Kirsty. 
'  I  wud  hae  been  fieyt  mysel,  wantin  my  swoord,  and 
kennin  nae  God  to  trust  til !  Ye  maun  learn  to  ken 
him,  Francie,  and  syne  ye'll  be  feart  at  naething  !' 

After  that,  his  memory  was  only  of  utterly  confused 
shapes,  many  of  which  must  have  been  fancies.  The 
only  things  he  could  report  were  the  conviction  pervad- 
ing them  all  that  he  had  disgraced  himself,  and  the 
consciousness  that  everyone  treated  him  as  a  deserter, 
and  gave  him  the  cold  shoulder. 
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His  next  recollection  was  of  coming  home  to,  or 
rather  finding  himself  with  his  mother,  who,  the 
moment  she  saw  him,  flew  into  a  rage,  struck  him  in 
the  face,  and  called  him  coward.  She  must  have  taken 
him,  he  thought,  to  some  place  where  there  were 
people  about  him  who  would  not  let  him  alone,  but  he 
could  remember  nothing  more  until  he  found  himself 
creeping  into  a  hole  which  he  seemed  to  know,  think- 
ing he  was  a  fox  with  the  hounds  after  him. 

'  What  's  my  claes  like,  Kirsty  ?'  he  asked  at  this 
point. 

'They  war  no  that  gran','  answered  Kirsty,  her 
eyes  smarting  with  the  coming  tears  ;  '  but  ye'U  ne'er 
see  a  stick  (stitch)  o'  them  again :  I  pat  them  awa.' 

'  What  w'y  'ill  I  win  up,  wantin'  them  ?'  he  re- 
joined, with  a  tremor  of  anxiety  in  his  voice. 

'  We'll  see  aboot  that,  time  eneuch,'  answered 
Kirsty. 

'  But  my  mither  may  be  efter  me  !  I  wud  fain  be 
up  !  There's  no  sayin  what  she  michtna  be  up  til ! 
She  canna  bide  me  !' 
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'  Dreid  ye  naething,  Francie.  Ye're  no  a  match  for 
ray  leddy,  but  I  s'  be  atween  ye  and  her.  She's  no 
sae  fearsome  as  she  thinks  !  Onygait,  she  disna 
fleg  me.' 

1 1  left  some  guid  eneuch  claes  there  whan  I  gaed 
awa,  and  I  daursay  they're  i'  my  room  yet — gien  only 
I  kenned  hoo  to  win  at  them  !' 

'  I  s'  gang  and  get  them  til  ye — the  verra  day  ye're 
fit  to  rise.  But  ye  maunna  speyk  a  word  mair  the 
nicht.' 


CHAPTEE   XXXVI 

KIRSTY  BESTIRS  HERSELF 

They  held  a  long  consultation  that  night  as  to  what 
they  must  do.  Plainly  the  first  and  most  important 
thing  was  to  rid  Francis  of  the  delusion  that  he  had 
disgraced  himself  in  the  eyes  of  his  fellow-officers. 
This  would  at  once  wake  him  as  from  a  bad  dream 
to  the  reality  of  his  condition :  convinced  of  the  un- 
reality of  the  idea  that  possessed  him,  he  would  at 
once,  they  believed,  resume  his  place  in  the  march 
of  his  generation  through  life. 

To  find  means,  then,  for  the  attainment  of  this 
end,  they  set  their  wits  to  work ;  and  it  was  almost 
at  once  clear  to  David  that  the  readiest  way  would 
be    to    enter    into    communication    with    any    they 
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could  reach  of  the  officers  under  whom  he  had 
served.  His  regiment  having  by  this  time,  however, 
with  the  rest  of  the  Company's  soldiers,  passed 
iuto  the  service  of  the  Queen,  a  change  doubtle3S 
involving  many  other  changes  concerning  which 
Francis,  even  were  he  fit  to  be  questioned,  could 
give  no  information,  David  resolved  to  apply  to  sir 
Haco  Macintosh,  who  had  succeeded  Archibald  Gor- 
don in  the  command,  for  assistance  in  finding 
those  who  could  bear  the  testimony  he  desired  to 
possess. 

'  Divna  ye  think,  father,'  said  Kirsty,  '  it  wud  be 
the  surest  and  speediest  w'y  for  me  to  gang  mysel  to 
sir  Haco  ?' 

'  'Deed  it  wud  be  that,  Kirsty !'  answered  David. 
'  There's  naething  like  the  bodily  presence  o'  the 
leevin  sowl  to  gar  things  gang !' 

To  this  Marion,  although  at  first  not  a  little  ap- 
palled at  the  thought  of  Kirsty  alone  in  such  a  huge 
city  as  Edinburgh,  could  not  help  assenting,  and  the 
next  morning  Kirsty  started,  bearing  a  letter  from 
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her  father  to  his  old  officer,  in  which  he  begged  for 
her  the  favour  of  a  few  minutes'  conference  on  busi- 
ness concerning  her  father  and  the  son  of  the  late 
colonel  Gordon. 

Sir  Haco  had  retired  from  the  service  some  years 
before  the  mutiny,  and  was  living  in  one  of  the 
serenely  gloomy  squares  of  the  Scots  capital.  Kirsty 
left  her  letter  at  the  door,  and  calling  the  next  day, 
was  shown  to  the  library,  where  lady  Macintosh  as 
well  as  sir  Haco  awaited,  with  curious  and  kindly 
interest,  the  daughter  of  the  man  they  had  known 
so  well,  and  respected  so  much. 

When  Kirsty  entered  the  room,  dressed  very 
simply  in  a  gown  of  dark  cloth  and  a  plain  straw- 
bonnet,  the  impression  she  at  once  made  was  more 
than  favourable,  and  they  received  her  with  a  kind- 
ness and  courtesy  that  made  her  feel  herself  welcome. 
They  were  indeed  of  her  own  kind. 

Sir  Haco  was  one  of  the  few  men  who,  regarding 
constantly  the  reality,  not  the  show  of  things,  keep 
throughout  their  life,  however  long,  great  part  of  their 
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youth,  and  all  their  childhood.  Deeper  far  in  his 
heart  than  any  of  the  honours  he  had  received,  all 
unsought  but  none  undeserved,  lay  the  memory  of 
a  happy  and  reverential  boyhood.  Sprung  from  a 
peasant  stock,  his  father  was  a  man  of  '  high  erected 
thought  seated  in  a  heart  of  courtesy.' 

He  was  well  matched  with  his  wife,  who,  though 
born  to  a  far  higher  social  position  in  which  sim- 
plicity is  rarer,  was,  like  him,  true  and  humble  and 
strong.  They  had  one  daughter,  who  grew  up  only 
to  die :  the  moment  they  saw  Kirsty,  their  hearts 
went  out  to  her. 

For  there  was  in  Kirsty  that  unassumed,  uncon- 
scious dignity,  that  simple  propriety,  that  naturalness 
of  a  carriage  neither  trammeled  nor  warped  by 
thought  of  self,  which  at  once  awakes  confidence  and 
regard  ;  while  her  sweet,  unaffected  '  book  English,' 
in  which  appeared  no  attempt  at  speaking  like  a  fine 
lady,  no  disastrous  endeavour  to  avoid  her  country's 
utterance,  revealed  at  once  her  genuine  cultivation. 
Sir  Haco  said  afterward  that  when  she  spoke  Scotch 
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it   was    good  and    thorough,    and   when    she   spoke 
English  it  was  Wordsworthian. 

Listening  to  her  first  words,  and  reminded  of  the 
solemn  sententious  way  in  which  sergeant  Barclay 
used  to  express  himself,  his  face  rose  clear  in  his 
mind's  eye,  he  saw  it  as  it  were  reflected  in  his 
daughter's,  and  broke  out  with — 

'  Eh,  lassie,  but  ye're  like  yer  father  !' 

'Ye  min'  upon  him,  sir?'  rejoined  Kirsty,  with  her 
perfect  smile. 

'  Min' upon  him!  Naebody  worth  his  min'in  upo' 
could  ever  forget  him !  Sit  ye  doon,  and  tell's  a' 
aboot  him !' 

Kirsty  did  as  she  was  told.  She  began  at  the 
beginning,  and  explained  first,  what  doubtless  sir 
Haco  knew  at  least  something  of  before,  the  relation 
between  her  father  and  colonel  Gordon,  whence  his 
family  as  well  as  himself  had  always  felt  it  their 
business  to  look  after  the  young  laird.  Then  she  told 
how,  after  a  long  interval,  during  which  they  could 
do  nothing,  a  sad  opportunity  had  at  length  been  given 
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them  of  at  least  attempting  to  serve  him;  and  it  was 
for  aid  in  this  attempt  that  she  now  sought  sir  Haoo, 
who  could  direct  her  toward  the  procuring  of  certain 
information. 

'  And  what  sort  of  information  do  you  think  I  can 
give  or  get  for  you,  Miss  Barclay?'  asked  sir  Haco. 

'  I'll  explain  the  thing  to  ye,  sir,  in  as  feow  words 
as  I  can,'  answered  Kirsty,  dropping  her  English. 
'  The  young  laird  has  taen  't  intil  his  heid  that  he 
didna  carry  himsel  like  a  man  i'  the  siege,  and  it's 
grown  to  be  in  him  what  they  ca'  a  fixt  idea.  He  was 
left,  ye  see,  sir,  a'  himlane  i'  the  beleaguer t  toon,  and 
I  fancy  the  suddent  waukin  and  the  discovery  that  he 
was  there  his  lee  lane,  jist  pat  him  beside  himsel.' 

Here  she  told  the  whole  story,  as  they  had  gathered 
it  from  Francis,  mingling  it  with  some  elucidatory 
suggestions  of  her  own,  and  having  ended  her  narration, 
went  on  thus  : — 

'  Ye  see,  sir,  and  my  leddy,  he  was  little  better  nor 
a  laddie,  and  fowk  'at  sair  needs  company,  like  Francie, 
misses    company   ower    sair.      Men's   no   able — some 
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men,  my  leddy — to  tak  coousel  wi'  their  ain  herts,  as 
women  whiles  learns  to  du.  And  sae,  whan  he  cam 
oot  o'  the  fricht,  he  was  ower  sair  upon  himsel  for 
bein  i'  the  fricht.  For  it  seems  to  me  there's  no 
shame  in  bein  frichtit,  sae  lang  as  ye  dinna  serve  and 
obey  the  fricht,  but  trust  in  him  'at  sees,  and  du  what 
ye  hae  to  du.  Naebody  'at  kenned  Francie  as  I  did, 
cud  ever  believe  he  faun'  mair  fear  in  's  hert  nor  was 
lawfu'  and  rizzonable — sae  lang,  that  is,  as  he  was 
in  his  richt  min' :  ayont  that  nane  but  his  maker  can 
jeedge  him.  I  dinna  mean  Francie  was  a  pettern, 
but,  sir,  he  was  no  cooard — and  that  I  ken,  for  I  'm 
no  cooard  mysel,  please  God  to  keep  me  as  he  's 
made  me.  But  the  laddie — the  man,  I  suld  say — he's 
no  to  be  persuauclit  oot  o'  the  fancy  o'  his  ain 
cooardice ;  and  I  dinna  believe  he'll  ever  win  oot  o'  't 
wantin  the  testimony  o'  his  fellow-officers,  wha  o' 
them  may  be  left  to  grant  the  same.  And  I  canna 
but  think,  gien  ye'll  excuse  me,  sir,  that,  for  his 
father's  sake,  it  wud  be  a  gracious  ac'  to  tak  him  intil 
tbe  queen's  service,  and  lat  him  baud  on  fechtin  for  's 


i48  HEATHER  AND  SNOW 

country,  whaurever  it  may  please  her  mejesty  to  want 
him.  —  Oot  whaur  he  was  afore  micht  be  best  for 
him — T  dinna  ken.  It  wad  be  to  put  his  country's 
seal  upo'  their  word.' 

'  Surely,  Miss  Barclay,  you  wouldn't  set  the  poor  lad 
in  the  forefront  of  danger  again!'  said  lady  Macintosh. 

'  I  wud  that,  my  lady !  I  canna  but  think  the 
airmy,  savin  for  this  misadventur — gien  there  be  ony 
sic  thing  as  misadventur — hed  a  fair  chance  o'  makin 
a  man  o'  Francie ;  and  whiles  I  canna  help  doobtin 
gien  onything  less  'ill  ever  restore  him  til  himsel  but 
restorin  him  til  's  former  position.  It  wud  ony  gait 
gie  him  the  best  chance  o'  shawin  til  himsel  'at  there 
wasna  a  hair  o'  the  cooard  upon  him.' 

'  But,'  said  sir  Haco,  '  would  her  majesty  be  justified 
ill  taking  the  risk  involved  ?  Would  it  not  be  to  peril 
many  for  a  doubtful  gocd  to  one?' 

Kirsty  was  silent  for  a  moment,  with  downcast  eyes. 

'I'm  answert,  sir — as  to  that  p'int,'  she  said, 
looking  up. 

'  For  my  part,'  said  lady  Macintosh,  '  I  can't  help 
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thinking  that  the  love  of  a  good  woman  like  yourself 
must  do  more  for  the  poor  fellow  than  the  approval 
of  all  the  soldiers  in  the  world. — Pardon  me,  Haco.' 

'  Indeed,  my  lady,  you're  perfectly  right !'  returned 
her  husband  with  a  smile. 

But  lady  Macintosh  hardly  heard  him,  so  startled, 
almost  so  frightened  was  she  at  the  indignation 
instantly  on  Kirsty's  countenance. 

'  Putna  things  intil  ony  heid,  my  leddy,  'at  the  hert 
wud  never  put  there.  It  wad  be  an  ill  fulhllin  o'  my 
father's  duty  til  his  auld  colonel,  no  to  say  his  auld 
frien,  to  coontenance  sic  a  notion  !' 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,  Miss  Barclay ;  I  was  wrong 
to  venture  the  remark.  But  may  I  say  in  excuse, 
that  it  is  not  unnatural  to  imagine  a  young  woman, 
doing  so  much  for  a  young  man,  just  a  little  bit  in 
lovd  with  him  ?' 

'  I  wud  fain  hae  yer  leddyship  un'erstaun,'  returned 
Kirsty,  '  that  my  father,  my  mother,  and  mysel,  we're 
jist  ane  and  nae  mair.  No  ane  o'  's  hes  a  wuss  that 
disna  belang  to  a'  three.      The  laugest  I  can  min', 
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it's  been  my  ae  ambition  to  help  my  father  and 
mother  to  du  what  they  wantit.  I  never  desirit 
merriage,  my  leddy,  and  gien  I  did,  it  wudna  be  wi' 
sic  as  Francie  Gordon,  weel  as  I  lo'e  him,  for  we  war 
bairnies,  and  laddie  and  lassie  thegither :  I  wudna 
hae  a  man  it  was  for  me  to  fin'  faut  wi'!  'Deed, 
mem,  what  fowk  ca's  love,  hes  neither  airt  nor  pairt 
i'  this  metter !' 

Not  to  believe  the  honest  glow  in  Kirsty's  face,  and 
the  clear  confident  assertion  of  her  eyes,  would  have 
shown  a  poor  creature  in  whom  the  faculty  of  belief 
was  undeveloped. 

Sir  Haco  and  lady  Macintosh  insisted  on  Kirsty's 
taking  up  her  abode  with  them  while  she  was  in' 
Edinburgh  ;  and  Kirsty,  partly  in  the  hope  of  ex- 
pediting the  object  of  her  mission  thereby,  and  partly 
because  her  heart  was  drawn  to  her  new  friends, 
gladly  consented.  Before  a  week  was  over,  like  under- 
standing like,  her  hostess  felt  as  if  she  were  a  daughter 
until  now  long  waiting  for  her  somewhere  in  the  infinite. 

The  self-same  morning,  sir  Haco  sat  down  to  his 
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study-table,  and  began  writing  to  every  officer  alive 
who  had  served  with  Francis  Gordon,  requesting  to 
know  his  feeling,  and  that  of  the  regiment  about  him. 
Within  three  days  he  received  the  first  of  the  answers, 
which  kept  dropping  in  for  the  next  six  months.  They 
all  described  Gordon  as  rather  a  scatterbrain,  as  not  the 
less  a  favourite  with  officers  and  men,  and  as  always 
showing  the  courage  of  a  man,  or  rather  of  a  boy, 
seeing  he  not  unfrequently  acted  with  a  reprehensible 
recklessness  that  smacked  a  little  of  display. 

'  That's  Francie  himsel !'  cried  Kirsty,  with  the 
tears  in  her  eyes,  when  her  host  read,  to  this  effect, 
the  first  result  of  his  inquiry. 

Within  a  fortnight  he  received  also,  from  one  high 
in  office,  the  assurance  that,  if  Mr.  Gordon,  on  his 
recovery,  wished  to  enter   her  majesty's   service,  he    ' 
should  have  his  commission. 

While  her  husband  was  thus  kindly  occupied,  lady 
Macintosh  was  showing  Kirsty  every  loving  attention 
she  could  think  of,  and,  in  taking  her  about  Edinburgh 
and   its  neighbourhood,  found  that  the   country  girl 
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knew  far  more  of  the  history  of  Scotland  thau  she  did 
herself. 

She  would  gladly  have  made  her  acquainted  with 
some  of  her  friends,  but  Kirsty  shrank  from  the  pro- 
posal :  she  could  not  forget  how  her  hostess  had  herself 
misinterpreted  the  interest  she  took  in  Francie  Gordon. 
As  soon  as  she  felt  that  she  could  do  so  without 
seeming  ungrateful,  she  bade  her  new  friends  farewell, 
and  hastened  home,  carrying  with  her  copies  of  the 
answers  which  sir  Haco  had  up  to  that  time  received. 

When  she  arrived  it  was  with  such  a  glad  heart  that, 
at  sight  of  Francis  in  her  father's  Sunday  clothes,  she 
laughed  so  merrily  that  her  mother  said  '  The  lassie 
maun  be  fey  !'  Haggard  as  he  looked,  the  old  twinkle 
awoke  in  his  eye  responsive  to  her  joyous  amusement ; 
and  David,  coming  in  the  next  moment  from  putting 
up  the  gray  mare  with  which  he  had  met  the  coach  to 
bring  Kirsty  home,  saw  them  all  three  laughing  in 
such  an  abandonment  of  mirth  as,  though  unaware  of 
the  immediate  motive,  he  could  not  help  joining. 

The  same  evening  Kirsty  went  to  the  castle,  and 
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Mrs.  Bremner  needed  no  persuasion  to  find  the  suit 
which  the  young  laird  had  left  in  his  room,  and  give 
it  to  her  to  carry  to  its  owner ;  so  that,  when  he  woke 
the  next  morning,  Francis  saw  the  gray  garments 
lying  by  his  bed-side  in  place  of  David's  black,  and  felt 
the  better  for  the  sight. 

The  letters  Kirsty  had  brought,  working  along  with 
returning  health,  and  the  surrounding  love  and  sympathy 
most  potent  of  all,  speedily  dispelled  his  yet  lingering 
delusion.  It  had  occasionally  returned  in  force  while 
Kirsty  was  away,  but  now  it  left  him  altogether. 


CHAPTEE   XXXVII 


A    GEE AT    GULF 


It  was  now  midsummer,  and  Francis  Gordon  was  well, 
though  thin  and  looking  rather  delicate.  Kirsty  and 
he  had  walked  together  to  the  top  of  the  Horn,  and 
there  sat,  in  the  heart  of  old  memories.  The  sun  was 
clouded  above  ;  the  boggy  basin  lay  dark  below,  with 
its  rim  of  heathery  hills  not  yet  in  bloom,  and  its 
bottom  of  peaty  marsh,  green  and  black,  with  here  and 
there  a  shining  spot ;  the  growing  crops  of  the  far-off 
farms  on  the  other  side  but  little  affected  the  general 
impression  the  view  gave  of  a  waste  world ;  yet  the 
wide  expanse  of  heaven  and  earth  lifted  the  heart 
of  Kirsty  with  an  indescribable  sense  of  presence, 
purpose,  promise.     For   was  it  not  the   country    on 
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which,  fresh  from  God,  she  first  opened  the  eyes  of 
this  life,  the  visible  region  in  which  all  her  efforts  had 
gone  forth,  in  which  all  the  food  of  her  growth  had 
been  gathered,  in  which  all  her  joys  had  come  to  her, 
in  which  all  her  loves  had  had  their  scope,  the  place 
whence  by  and  by  she  would  go  away  to  find  her 
brother  with  the  bonny  man  ! 

Francis  saw  without  heeding.  His  heart  was  not 
uplifted.  His  earthly  future,  a  future  of  his  own 
imagining,  drew  him. 

'  This  winna  du  ony  langer,  Kirsty  !'  he  said  at 
length.  '  The  accusin  angel  '11  be  upo'  me  again  or  I 
ken  !  I  maunna  be  idle  'cause  I'm  happy  ance  mair — 
thanks  to  you,  Kirsty  !  Little  did  I  think  ever  to 
raise  my  heid  again  !  But  noo  I  maun  be  at  my  wark  ! 
I'm  fit  eneuch  !' 

'  I'm  richt  glaid  to  hear't !'  answered  Kirsty.  '  I 
was  jist  thinkin  lang  for  a  word  o'  the  sort  frae  ye, 
Francie.  I  didna  want  to  be  the  first  to  speyk 
o'  V 

'  And  I  was  just  thinkin  lang  to  hear  ye  speyk  o'  't !' 
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. 


returned  Francis.     '  I  wantit  to  du't  as  the  thing  ye 

wad  hae  o'  me  !' 

'  Even  than,  Francie,  ye  wudna,  it  seems,  hae  been    ( 

doin  't  to  please  me,  and  that  pleases  me  weel !     I  wud 

be  nane  pleast  to  think  ye  duin  't  for  me  !     It  wud  gie 

me  a  sair  hert,  Francie  !' 

I 

1  What  for  that,  Kirsty  ?' 

'  'Cause  it  wud  shaw  ye  no  a  man  yet !  A  man's  a  ] 
man  'at  dis  what's  richt,  what's  pleasin  to  the  verra 
hert  o'  richt.  Ye'li  please  me  best  by  no  wantin  to  I 
please  me ;  and  yell  please  God  best  by  duin  what 
he's  putten  intil  yer  hert  as  the  richt  thing,  and 
the  bonny  thing,  and  the  true  thing,  though  ye  suld 
dee  i'  the  duin  o'  't. — Tell  me  what  ye're  thinkin 
o'  duin.' 

'  What  but  gaeing  efter  this  new  commission  they 

hae    promised   me?     There's    aye  a   guid    chance   o'    * 

fechtin  upo'   the  borders — the  frontiers,  as  they  ca' 

them  !' 

Kirsty  sat  silent.     She  had  been  thinking  much  of 

i 
what  Francis  ought  to  do,  and  had  chausred  her  mind 
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m  the  point  since  the  time  when  she  talked  about 
tim  with  sir  Haco. 

'  Isna  that  what  ye  wud  hae  me  du,  Kirsty?'  he 
laid,  when  he  found  she  continued  silent.  '  A  body's 
10  a  fule  for  wantin  guid  advice !' 

'  No,  that's  true  ■eneuch  !  What  for  wad  ye  want  to 
;ang  fechtin  ?' 

'  To  shaw  the  warl'  I'm  nane  o'  what  my  mither 
:a'd  me.' 

'  And  shawn  that,  hoo  muckle  the  better  man  wud 
je  be  for  't  ?  Min'  ye  it's  ae  thing  to  be,  and  anither 
io  shaw.     Be  ye  maun  ;  shaiu  ye  needna.' 

'  I  dinna  ken ;  I  micht  be  growin  better  a'  the 
iime !' 

'  And  ye  micht  be  growin  waur. — What  the  better 
wud  ony  neebour  be  for  ye  gane  fechtin  ?  Wudna 
it  be  a'  for  y<  rsel  ?  Is  there  naething  gien  intil  yer 
ban'  to  du — naething  nearer  hame  nor  that  ?  Surely 
a'  twa  things,  ane  near  and  ane  far,  the  near  comes 
Brst !' 

'  I  dinna  ken.     I  thoucht  ye  wantit  me  to  gang !' 
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'  Ay,  raither  nor  bide  at  hame  duin  naethiDg ;  but 
michtna  there  be  something  better  to  du?' 

'  I  dinna  ken.  I  thoucht  to  please  ye,  Kirsty,  but 
it  seems  naething  wull !' 

'  Ay  ;  that's  whaur  the  mischief  lies.  Ye  thoucht 
to  please  me  /' 

'I  did  think  to  please  you,  Kirsty!  I  thoucht, 
ance  dune  weel  afore  the  warl'  as  my  father  did,  I 
micht  hae  the  face  to  come  hame  to  you,  and  say — 
"  Kirsty,  wull  ye  hae  me?"  ' 

'  Aye  the  same  auld  Francie  !'  said  Kirsty,  with  a 
deep  sigh. 

<  Weel  ?' 

'  I  tell  ye,  Francie,  i'  the  name  o'  God,  I'll  never  hae 
ye  on  nae  sic  terms  ! — Suppose  I  was  to  merry  some- 
body whan  ye  was  awa  pruvin  to  yersel,  and  a'  the 
lave  'at  never  misdoobted  ye,  'at  ye  was  a  brave  man — 
what  wud  ye  du  whan  ye  cam  hame?' 

'Naething  o'  mortal  guid !  Tak  to  the  drink, 
maybe.' 

'  Ye  tell  me  that !  and  ye  think,  wi'  my  een  open 
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to  ken  'at  ye  say  true,  I  wud  merry  ye '? — a  man  like 
you !  Eh,  Francie,  Francie !  ye're  no  worth  my 
takin,  and  ye're  no  like  to  be  worth  the  takin  o'  ony 
honest  wuman ! — Can  ye  possibly  imegine  a  wuman 
merryin  a  man  'at  she  kenned  wud  drive  her  to 
joontless  petitions  to  be  hauden  ohn  despisit  him  ? 
Ye  mak  my  hert  unco  sair,  Francie  !  I  hae  dune 
my  best  wi'  ye,  and  the  en'  o'  't  is,  'at  ye're  no  worth 
naething !' 

'  For  the  life  o'  me,  Kirsty,  I  dinna  ken  what  ye're 
Biivin  at,  or  what  ye  wud  hae  o'  me !  I  canna 
but  think  ye're  usin  me  as  ye  wudna  like  to  be  used 
j-ersel !' 

1  'Deed  I  wud  not  like  it  gien  I  was  o'  your  breed, 
Francie  !  Man,  did  ye  never  ance  i'  yer  life  think 
what  ye  lied  to  du — what  was  gien  ye  to  du — what  it 
was  yer  duty  to  du  ?' 

'  No  sae  aften,  doobtless,  as  I  oucht.  But  I'm  ready 
to  hear  ye  tell  me  my  duty  ;  I'm  no  past  reasonin  wi'  !' 

'  Did  ye  never  hear  'at  ye're  to  lo'e  yer  neebour  as 
yersel ?' 
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'  I'm  duin  that  wi'  a'  my  hert,  Kirsty — and  that  ye 
ken  as  weel  as  I  du  mysel !' 

'  Ye  mean  me,  Francie  !  And  ye  ca'  that  lo'in  me, 
to  wull  me  merry  a  man  'at  's  no  a  man  ava  !  But 
it's  nae  me  'at's  yer  neebour,  Francie  !' 

'  Wha  is  my  neebour,  Kirsty  ?' 

1  The  queston's  been  speirt  afore — and  answert.' 

'  And  what's  the  answer  til't  ?' 

'  'At  yer  neebour  's  jist  whaever  lies  neist  ye  i' 
need  o'  yer  help.  Gien  ye  read  the  tale  o'  the  guid 
Sameritan  wi'  ony  sort  o'  gumption,  that's  what  ye'll 
read  intil  't  and  noucht  else.  The  man  or  wuman  ye 
can  help,  ye  hae  to  be  neebour  til.' 

'  I  want  to  help  you.' 

'Ye  canna  help  me.  I'm  in  no  need  o'  yer  help. 
And  the  queston's  no  whaur's  the  man  I  micht  help, 
but  whaur's  the  man  I  maun  help.  I  wantit  to  be 
your  neebour,  but  I  cudna  win  at  ye  for  the  thieves ; 
ye  wad  stick  to  them,  and  they  wudna  lat  me  du 
naething.' 

'  What  thieves,  i'  the  name  o'  common  sense,  Kirsty?' 
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'  Love  o'  yer  ain  gait,  and  love  o'  makin  a  show, 
and  want  o'  care  for  what  's  richt.  Aih,  Francie,  I 
doobt  something  a  heap  waur  '11  hae  to  come  upo'  ye  ! 
A'  my  labour's  lost,  and  I  dearly  grudge  it — no  the 
labour,  but  the  loss  o'  't !  I  grudge  that  sair.' 
'  Kirsty,  i'  the  name  o'  God,  wha  is  my  neebour  ?' 
'  Yer  ain  mither.' 

'  My  ain  mither  ! — her  oot  o'  a'  the  warl' '? — I  never 
cam  upo'  spark  o'  rizzon  intil  her !' 

'  Michtna  she  be  that  ane,  oot  o'  a'  the  warl',  ye 
never  shawed  spark  o'  rizzon  til  ?' 

'  There's  nae  place  in  her  for  reason  to  gang  til !' 
'  Ye  never  tried  her  wi'  't !     Ye  wud  arguy  wi'  her 
mair  nor  plenty,  but  did  ye  ever  shaw  her  rizzon  i'  yer 
behaviour  ?' 

'  Weel,  ye  are  turnin  agen  me — you  'at  's  saved  my 
life  frae  her  !  Didna  I  tell  you  hoo,  whan  I  wan 
hame  at  last  and  gaed  til  her,  for  she  was  aye  guid 
to  me  when  I  wasna  weel,  she  fell  oot  upo'  me  like  a 
verra  deevil,  ragin  and  ca'in  me  ill  names,  'at  I  jist 
ran  frae  the  hoose — and  ye  ken  whaur  ye  faun'  me ! 
vol.  ir.  25 
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Gien  it  hadna  been  for  you,  I  wud  have  been  deid  : 
I  was  waur  nor  deid  a'ready  !  What  w'y  can  I  be 
neebour  to  her  !  It  wud  be  naething  but  cat  and  dog 
atween's  frae  morn  in  to  nicht !' 

'  Ae  body  canna  be  cat  and  dog  baith  !  And  the  dog's 
as  ill's  the  cat — whiles  waur!' 

'  Ony  dog  wud  yowl  gien  ye  threw  a  kettle  o'  bilin 
watter  ower  him  !' 

1  Did  she  that  til  ye  ?' 

'  She  mintit  at  it.  I  ran  frae  her.  She  hed  the 
toddy-kettle  in  her  han',  and  she  splasht  it  in  her  ain 
face  tryin  to  fling't  at  me.' 

'  Maybe  she  didna  ken  ye  !' 

'She  kenned  me  weel  eneuch.  She  ca'd  me  by  my 
ain  as  weel  's  ither  names.' 

'  Ye're  jist  croonin  my  arguyment,  Francie !  Yer 
mither's  jist  perishin  o'  drink !  She  drinks  and  drinks, 
and,  by  what  I  hear,  cares  for  noucht  else.  A'  's  upo' 
the  ro'd  to  ruin  in  her  and  aboot  her.  She  hasna  the 
brains  noo,  gien  ever  she  hed  them,  to  guide  hersel. 
Is  Satan  to  grip  her  'cause  ye  winna  be  neebour  til 
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her  and  haud  him  aff  o'  her  ?  I  ken  ye're  a  guid  son 
sae  far  as  lat  her  du  as  she  likes  and  tak  'maist  a'  the 
siller,  but  that's  what  greases  the  exle  o'  the  cairt  the 
deevil's  gotten  her  intil !  I  ken  weel  she  hesna  been 
muckle  o'  a  mither  til  ye,  but  ye're  her  son  whan  a'  's 
said.  And  there  can  be  naething  ye're  callt  upon  to 
du,  sae  lang  as  she's  i'  the  grup  o'  the  enemy,  but  rugg 
her  oot  o'  't.  Gien  ye  dinna  that,  ye'll  never  be  oot 
o'  's  grup  yersel.  Ye  come  oot  thegither,  or  ye  bide 
thegither.' 

Gordon  sat  speechless. 

'  It's  impossible  !'  he  said  at  length. 

'  Francie,'  rejoined  Kirsty,  very  quietly  and  solemnly, 
*  ye're  yer  mother's  keeper  ;  ye're  her  neist  neebour  : 
are  ye  gauin  to  du  yer  duty  by  her,  or  are  ye  not  ?' 

'  I  canna  ;  I  daurna  ;  I'm  a  cooard  afore  her.' 

'  Gien  ye  lat  her  gang  on  to  disgrace  yer  father,  no 
to  say  yersel — and  that  by  means  o'  what's  yours  and 
no  hers,  I'll  say  mysel  'at  ye're  a  cooard.' 

'  Come  hame  wi*  me  and  tak  my  pairt,  and  I'll 
promise  ye  to  du  my  best.' 
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'  Ye  maun  tak  yer  ain  pairt ;  and  ye  maun  tak  her 
pairt  tu  against  hersel.' 

'  It's  no  to  be  thoucht  o',  Kirsty  !' 

'  Ye  winna  ?' 

'  I  canna  my  lane.  I  winna  try  't.  It  wud  be  waur 
nor  useless.' 

Kirsty  rose,  turning  her  face  homeward.  Gordon 
sprang  to  his  feet.  She  was  already  three  yards  from 
him. 

'  Kirsty  !  Kirsty  !'  he  cried,  going  after  her. 

She  went  straight  for  home,  never  showing  by  turn 
of  head,  by  hesitation  of  step,  or  by  change  of  carriage, 
that  she  heard  his  voice  or  his  feet  behind  her. 

When  they  had  thus  gone  two  or  three  hundred 
yards,  he  quickened  his  pace,  and  laid  his  hand  on 
her  arm. 

She  stopped  and  faced  him.  He  dropped  his  hand, 
grew  yet  whiter,  and  said  not  a  word.  She  walked  on 
again.  Like  one  in  a  dream  he  followed,  his  head 
hanging,  his  eyes  on  the  heather.  She  went  on  faster. 
He  was  falling  behind  her,  but  did  not  know  it.    Down 
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and  down  the  hill  he  followed,  and  only  at  the  earth- 
house  lifted  his  head :  she  was  nearly  over  the  opposite 
brae  !  He  had  let  her  go  !  He  might  yet  have  over- 
taken her,  but  he  knew  that  he  had  lost  her. 

He  had  no  home,  no  refuge  !  Then  first,  not  when 
alone  in  the  beleaguered  city,  he  knew  desolation.  He 
had  never  knocked  at  the  door  of  heaven,  and  earth 
had  closed  hers  !  An  angel  who  needed  no  flaming 
sword  to  make  her  awful,  held  the  gate  of  his  lost 
paradise  against  him.  None  but  she  could  open  to 
him,  and  he  knew  that,  like  God  himself,  Kirsty  was 
inexorable.  Left  alone  with  that  last  terrible  look 
from  the  eyes  of  the  one  being  he  loved,  he  threw 
himself  in  despair  on  the  ground.  True  love  is  an 
awful  thing,  not  to  the  untrue  only,  but  sometimes  to 
the  growing-true,  for  to  everything  that  can  be  burned 
it  is  a  consuming  fire.  Never  more,  it  seemed,  would 
those  eyes  look  in  at  his  soul's  window  without  that 
sad,  indignant  repudiation  in  them  !  He  rose,  and 
crept  into  the  earth-house. 

Kirsty  lost  herself  in  prayer  as  she  went.     '  Lord,  I 
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hae  dune  a'  I  can  !'  she  said.  '  Until  thou  hast  dune 
something  by  thysel,  I  can  do  naething  mair.  He's  i' 
thy  han's  still,  I  praise  thee,  though  he's  oot  o'  mine ! 
Lord,  gien  I  hae  dune  him  ony  ill,  forgie  me  ;  a  puir 
human  body  canna  ken  aye  the  best !  Dinna  lat  him 
suffer  for  my  ignorance,  whether  I  be  to  blame  for  't 
or  no.  I  will  try  to  do  whatever  thou  makest  plain 
to  me.' 

By  the  time  she  reached  home  she  was  calm .  Her 
mother  saw  and  respected  her  solemn  mood,  gave  her 
a  mother's  look,  and  said  nothing  :  she  knew  that 
Kirsty,  lost  in  her  own  thoughts,  was  in  good  com- 
pany. 

What  was  passing  in  the  soul  of  Francis  Gordon ,  I 
can  only  indicate,  I  cannot  show.  The  most  myste- 
rious of  all  vital  movements,  a  generation,  a  transition, 
was  there — how  initiated,  God  only  knows.  Francis 
knew  neither  whence  it  came  nor  whither  it  went. 
He  was  being  re-born  from  above.  The  change  was  in 
himself ;  the  birth  was  that  of  his  will.  It  was  his 
own  highest   action,    therefore   all   God's.      He   was 
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passing  from  death  into  life,  and  knew  it  no  rnoni 
than  the  babe  knows  that  he  is  being  born.  The 
change  was  into  a  new  state  of  being,  of  the  vary 
existence  of  which  most  men  are  incredulous,  for  it  is 
beyond  preconception,  capable  only  of  being  experi- 
enced. Thorough  as  is  the  change,  the  man  knows 
himself  the  same  man,  and  yet  would  rather  cease  to 
be,  than  return  to  what  he  was.  The  unknown  germ 
in  him,  the  root  of  his  being,  yea,  his  very  being 
itself,  the  holy  thing  which  is  his  intrinsic  substance, 
hitherto  unknown  to  his  consciousness,  has  begun  to 
declare  itself,  and  the  worm  is  passing  into  the  butter- 
fly, the  creeping  thing  into  the  Psyche.  It  is  a  change 
in  wdiich  God  is  the  potent  presence,  but  which  the 
man  must  will,  or  remain  the  gaoler  who  prisons  in 
loathsomeness  his  own  God-born  self,  and  chokes  the 
fountain  of  his  own  liberty. 

Francis  knew  nothing  of  all  this  ;  he  only  felt  he 
must  knock  at  the  door  behind  which  Kirsty  lived. 
Kirsty  could  not  open  the  door  to  him,  but  there  was 
one  who  could,  and  Francis  could  knock  !     '  God  help 
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me  !'  he  cried,  as  he  lay  on  his  face  to  live,  where 
once  he  had  lain  on  his  face  to  die.  For  the  rising 
again  is  the  sepulchre.  The  world  itself  is  one  vast 
sepulchre  for  the  heavenly  resurrection.  We  are  all 
busy  within  the  walls  of  our  tomb  burying  our  dead, 
that  the  corruptible  may  perish,  and  the  incorruptible 
go  free.  Francis  Gordon  came  out  of  that  earth-house 
a  risen  man  :  his  will  was  born.  He  climbed  again  to 
the  spot  where  Kirsty  and  he  had  sat  together,  and 
there,  with  the  vast  clear  heaven  over  his  head,  threw 
himself  once  more  on  his  face,  and  lifted  up  his  heart 
to  the  heart  whence  he  came. 
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He  had  eaten  nothing  since  the  morning,  and  felt  like 
one  in  a  calm  ethereal  dream  as  he  walked  home  to 
Weelset  in  the  soft  dusk  of  an  evening  that  would 
never  be  night,  but  die  into  the  day.  No  one  saw 
him  enter  the  house,  no  one  met  him  on  the  ancient 
spiral  stair,  as,  with  apprehensive  anticipation,  he 
sought  the  drawing-room. 

He  had  just  set  his  foot  on  the  little  landing  by  its 
door  when  a  wild  scream  came  from  the  room.  He 
flung  the  door  open  and  darted  in.  His  mother 
rushed  into  his  arms,  enveloped  from  foot  to  head  in 
a  cone  of  fire.  She  was  making,  in  wild  flight,  for 
the  stair,  to  reach  which  would  have  been  death  to 
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her.  Francis  held  her  fast,  but  she  struggled  so 
wildly  that  he  had  actually  to  throw  her  on  the  floor 
ere  he  could  do  anything  to  deliver  her.  Then  he 
flung  on  her  the  rug,  the  table-cover,  his  coat,  and 
one  of  the  window-curtains,  tearing  it  fiercely  from 
the  rings.  Having  got  all  these  close  around  her,  he 
rang  the  bell  with  an  alarum-peal,  but  had  to  ring 
three  times,  for  service  in  that  house  was  deadened 
by  frequent  fury  of  summons.  Two  of  the  maids — 
there  was  no  manservant  in  the  house  now — laid 
their  mistress  on  a  mattress,  and  carried  her  to  her 
room.  Gordon's  hands  and  arms  were  so  severely 
burned  that  he  could  do  nothing  beyond  directing  : 
he  thought  he  had  never  felt  pain  before. 

The  doctor  was  sent  for,  and  came  speedily. 
Having  examined  them,  he  said  Mrs.  Gordon's 
injuries  would  have  caused  him  no  anxiety  but  for 
her  habits  :  their  consequences  might  be  very  serious, 
and  every  possible  care  must  be  taken  of  her. 

Disabled  as  he  was,  Francis  sat  by  her  till  the 
morning  ;   and  the  night's  nursing  did  far  more  for 
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himself  than  for  his  mother.  For,  as  he  saw  how  she 
suffered,  and  interpreted  her  moans  by  what  he  had 
felt  and  was  still  feeling  in  his  own  hands  and  arms, 
a  great  pity  awoke  in  him.  What  a  lost  life  his 
mother's  had  been  !  Was  this  to  be  the  end  of  it  ? 
The  old  kindness  she  had  shown  him  in  his  childhood 
and  youth,  especially  when  he  was  in  any  bodily 
trouble,  came  back  upon  him,  and  a  new  love,  gather- 
ing up  in  it  all  the  intermittent  love  of  days  long  gone 
by,  sprang  to  life  in  his  heart,  and  he  saw  that  the 
one  thing  given  him  to  do  was  to  deliver  his  mother. 

The  task  seemed,  if  not  easy,  yet  far  from  irksome, 
so  long  as  she  continued  incapable  of  resisting,  annoy- 
ing, or  deceiving  him  ;  but  the  time  speedily  came 
when  he  perceived  that  the  continuous  battle  rather 
than  war  of  duty  and  inclination  must  be  fought  and 
in  some  measure  won  in  himself  ere  he  could  hope  to 
stir  up  any  smallest  skirmish  of  sacred  warfare  in  the 
soul  of  his  mother.  What  added  to  the  acerbities  of 
this  preliminary  war  was,  that  the  very  nature  of  the 
contest  required  actions  which  showed  not  only  un- 
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becoming  in  a  son,  but  mean  and  disgraceful  in  them- 
selves. There  was  no  pride,  pomp,  or  circumstance  of 
glorious  war  in  this  poor,  domestic  strife,  this  seem- 
ingly sordid  and  unheroic,  miserably  unheroic,  yet 
high,  eternal  contest !  But  now  that  Francis  was 
awake  to  his  duty,  the  best  of  his  nature  awoke  to 
meet  its  calls,  and  he  drew  upon  a  growing  store  of 
love  for  strength  to  thwart  the  desires  of  her  he  loved. 
'  Entire  affection  hateth  nicer  hands,'  and  Francis 
learned  not  to  mind  looking  penurious  and  tyrannical, 
selfish,  heartless,  and  unsympathetic,  in  the  endeavour 
to  be  truly  loving  and  lovingly  true.  He  had  not 
Kirsty  to  support  him,  but  he  could  now  go  higher 
than  to  Kirsty  for  the  help  he  needed;  he  went  to 
the  same  fountain  from  which  Kirsty  herself  drew  her 
strength.  At  the  same  time  frequent  thought  of  her 
filled  him  with  glad  assurance  of  her  sympathy,  which 
was  in  itself  a  wondrous  aid.  He  neither  saw  nor 
sought  to  see  her  :  he  would  not  go  near  her  before  at 
least  she  already  knew  from  other  sources  what  would 
give  her  the  hope  that  he  was  trying  to  do  right. 
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The  gradually  approaching  strife  between  mother 
and  son  burst  out  the  same  moment  in  which  the 
devilish  thirst  awoke  to  its  cruel  tyranny.  It  was  a 
mercy  to  both  of  them  that  it  re-asserted  itself  while 
yet  the  mother  was  helpless  toward  any  indulgence 
of  her  passion.  Francis  was  no  longer  afraid  of  her, 
but  it  was  the  easier  because  of  her  condition, 
although  not  the  less  painful  for  him  to  frustrate  her 
desire.  Neither  did  it  make  it  the  less  painful  that 
already  her  countenance,  which  the  outward  fire  had 
not  half  so  much  disfigured  as  that  which  she  herself 
had  applied  inwardly,  had  begun  to  remind  him  of 
the  face  he  had  long  ago  loved  a  little,  but  this  only 
made  him,  if  possible,  yet  more  determined  that  not 
one  shilling  of  his  father's  money  should  go  to  the 
degradation  of  his  mother.  That  she  lusted  and 
desired  to  have,  was  the  worst  of  reasons  why  she 
should  obtain !  A  compelled  temperance  was  of 
course  in  itself  worthless,  but  that  alone  could  give 
opportunity  for  the  waking  of  what  soul  was  left  her. 
Punv  as  it  was,  that  might  then  begin  to  grow  ;  it 
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might  become  aware  of  the  bondage  to  which  it  had 
been  subjected,  and  begin  to  long  for  liberty. 

In  carrying  out  his  resolution,  Francis  found  it 
specially  hard  to  fight,  along  with  the  bad  in  his 
mother,  the  good  in  himself :  the  lower  forms  of  love 
rose  against  the  higher,  and  had  to  be  put  down. 
To  see  the  scintillation  of  his  mother's  eyes  at  the 
sound  of  any  liquid,  and  know  how  easily  he  could 
give  her  an  hour  of  false  happiness,  tore  his  heart, 
while  her  fierce  abuse  hardly  passed  the  portals  of 
his  brain.  Her  condition  was  so  pitiful  that  her 
words  could  not  make  him  angry.  She  would  declare 
it  was  he  who  set  her  clothes  on  fire,  and  as  soon  as 
she  was  up  again  she  would  publish  to  the  world 
what  a  coward  and  sneak  he  showed  himself  from 
morning  to  night.  Had  Francis  been  what  he  once 
was,  his  mother  and  he  must  soon  have  come  as 
near  absolute  hatred  as  is  possible  to  the  human  ; 
but  he  was  now  so  different  that  the  worst  answer  he 
ever  gave  her  was, 

'  Mother,  you  knoiv  you  don't  mean  it !' 
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'  I  mean  it  with  all  my  heart  and  soul,  Francis,' 
she  replied,  glaring  at  him. 

He  stooped  to  kiss  her  on  the  forehead.  She  struck 
him  on  the  face  so  that  the  blood  sprang.  He  went 
back  a  step,  and  stood  looking  at  her  sadly  as  he 
wiped  it  away. 

'  Crying  !'  she  said.  '  You  always  were  a  coward, 
Francis !' 

But  the  word  had  no  more  any  sting  for  him. 

'  I'm  all  right,  mother.  My  nose  got  in  the  way  !' 
he  answered,  restoring  his  handkerchief  to  his  pocket. 

'  It's  the  doctor  puts  him  up  to  it !'  said  Mrs. 
Gordon  to  herself.  '  But  we  shall  soon  be  rid  of  him 
now  !  If  there's  any  more  of  this  nonsense  then,  I 
shall  have  to  shut  Francis  up  again  !  That  will  teach 
him  how  to  behave  to  his  mother !' 

When  at  length  Mrs.  Gordon  was  able  to  go  about 
the  house  again,  it  was  at  once  to  discover  that 
things  were  not  to  be  as  they  had  been.  Then 
deepened  the  combat,  and  at  the  same  time  assumed 
aspects  and   occasioned  situations  which  in  the  eye 
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of  the  world  would  have  seemed  even  ludicrously 
unbecoming.  The  battle  of  the  warrior  is  with  con- 
fused noise  and  garments  rolled  in  blood,  but  how 
much  harder  and  worthier  battles  are  fought,  not  in 
shining  armour,  but  amid  filth  and  squalor  physical 
as  well  as  moral,  on  a  field  of  wretched  and  wearisome 
commonplace  ! 

It  was  essential  to  success  that  there  should  be  no 
traitor  among  the  servants,  and  Francis  had  made 
them  understand  what  his  measures  were.  Nor  was 
there  in  this  any  betrayal  of  a  mother's  weakness,  for 
Mrs.  Gordon's  had  long  been  more  than  patent  to  all 
about  her.  When,  therefore,  he  one  day  found  her, 
for  the  first  time,  under  the  influence  of  strong  drink, 
he  summoned  them  and  told  them  that,  sooner  than 
fail  of  his  end,  he  would  part  with  the  whole  house- 
hold, and  should  be  driven  to  it  if  no  one  revealed 
how  the  thing  had  come  to  pass.  Thereupon  the 
youngest,  a  mere  girl,  burst  into  tears,  and  confessed 
that  she  had  procured  the  whisky.  Hardly  thinking 
it   possible  his   mother   should   have    money  in    her 
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possession,  so  careful  was  he  to  prevent  it,  he 
questioned,  and  found  that  she  had  herself  provided 
the  half-crown  required,  and  that  her  mistress  had 
given  her  in  return  a  valuable  brooch,  an  heirloom, 
which  was  hers  only  to  wear,  not  to  give.  He  took 
this  from  her,  repaid  her  the  half-crown,  gave  her 
her  wages  up  to  the  next  term,  and  sent  Mrs.  Bremner 
home  with  her  immediately.  Her  father  being  one 
of  his  own  tenants,  he  rode  to  his  place  the  next 
morning,  laid  before  him  the  whole  matter,  and 
advised  him  to  keep  the  girl  at  home  for  a  year  or 
two. 

This  one  evil  success  gave  such  a  stimulus  to  Mrs. 
Gordon's  passion  that  her  rage  with  her  keeper, 
which  had  been  abating  a  little,  blazed  up  at  once 
as  fierce  as  at  first.  But,  miserable  as  the  whole 
thing  was,  and  trying  as  he  found  the  necessary 
watchfulness,  Gordon  held  out  bravely.  At  the  end 
of  six  months,  however,  during  which  no  fresh  in- 
dulgence had  been  possible  to  her,  he  had  not  gainei 
the  least  ground  for  hoping  that  any  poorest  growth 
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of   strength,  or   even   any  waking   of   desire    toward 
betterment,  had  taken  place  in  her. 

All  this  time  he  had  not  been  once  to  Corbyknowe. 
He  had  nevertheless  been  seeing  David  Barclay  three 
or  four  times  a  week.  For  Francis  had  told  David 
how  he  stood  with  Kirsty,  and  how,  while  refusing 
him,  she  had  shown  him  his  duty  to  his  mother. 
He  told  him  also  that  he  now  saw  things  with  other 
eyes,  and  was  endeavouring  to  do  what  was  right  ; 
but  he  dared  not  speak  to  her  on  the  subject  lest  she 
should  think,  as  she  would,  after  what  had  passed 
between  them,  be  well  justified  in  thinking,  that  he 
was  doing  for  her  sake  what  ought  to  be  done  for  its- 
own.  He  said  to  him  that,  as  he  was  no  man  of 
business,  and  must  give  his  best  attention  to  bis 
mother,  he  found  it  impossible  for  the  present  to 
acquaint  himself  with  the  state  of  the  property,  or 
indeed  attend  to  it  in  any  serviceable  manner ;  and 
be  begged  him,  as  his  father's  friend  and  his  own,  to< 
look  into  his  affairs,  and,  so  far  as  his  other  duties, 
would  permit,  place  things  on  at  least  a  better  foot  inn 
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To  this  petition,  David  had  at  once  and  gladly 
consented. 

He  found  everything  connected  with  the  propsrty  in 
a  sad  condition.  The  agent,  although  honest,  was 
weak,  and  had  so  given  way  to  Mrs.  Gordon  that 
much  havoc  had  been  made,  and  much  money  wasted. 
He  was  now  in  bad  health,  and  had  lost  all  heart  for 
his  work.  But  he  had  turned  nothing  to  his  own 
advantage,  and  was  quite  ready,  under  David's  super- 
vision, to  do  his  best  for  the  restoration  of  order,  and 
the  curtailment  of  expenses. 

All  that  David  now  saw  in  his  intercourse  with  the 
young  laird,  went  to  convince  him  that  he  was  at 
length  a  man  of  conscience,  cherishing  steady  purposes. 
He  reported  at  home  what  he  saw,  and  said  what  he 
believed,  and  his  wife  and  daughter  perceived  plainly 
that  his  heart  was  lighter  than  it  had  been  for  many  a 
day.  Kirsty  listened,  said  little,  asked  a  question 
here  and  there,  and  thanked  God.  For  her  fatber 
brought  her  not  only  the  good  news  that  Francis  was 
doing  his  best  for  his  mother,  but  that  he  had  begun 
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to  open  his  eyes  to  the  fact  that  he  had  his  part  in 
the  wellbeing  of  all  on  his  land  ;  that  the  property 
was  not  his  for  the  filling  of  his  pockets,  or  for  the 
carrying  out  of  schemes  of  his  own,  but  for  the 
general  and  individual  comfort  and  progress. 

'  I  do  believe,'  said  David,  '  the  young  laird  wud 
fain  mak  o'  the  lan's  o'  Weelset  a  spot  whauron  the 
e'en  o'  the  bonny  man  micht  rist  as  he  gaed  by !' 

Mrs.  Gordon's  temper  seemed  for  a  time  to  have 
changed  from  fierce  to  sullen,  but  by  degrees  she 
began  to  show  herself  not  altogether  indifferent  to  the 
continuous  attentions  of  her  inexorable  son.  It  is 
true  she  received  them  as  her  right,  but  he  yielded 
her  a  right  immeasurably  beyond  that  she  would  have 
claimed.  He  would  play  draughts  or  cribbage  with 
her  for  hours  at  a  time,  and  every  day  for  months 
read  to  her  as  long  as  she  would  listen — read  Scott 
and  Dickens  and  Wilkie  Collins  and  Charles  Reade. 

One  day,  after  much  entreaty,  she  consented  to  go 
out  for  a  drive  with  him,  when  round  to  the  door  came 
a  beautiful  new  carriage,  and  such  a  pair  of  horses  as 
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she  could  not  help  expressing  satisfaction  with. 
Francis  told  her  they  were  at  her  command,  but  if 
ever  she  took  unfair  advantage  of  them,  he  would  send 
both  carriage  and  horses  away. 

She  was  furious  at  his  daring  to  speak  so  to  her, 
and  had  almost  returned  to  her  room,  but  thought 
better  of  it  and  went  with  him.  She  did  not,  how- 
ever, speak  a  word  to  him  the  whole  way.  The  next 
morning  he  let  her  go  alone.  After  that,  he  sometimes 
went  with  her,  and  sometimes  not :  the  desire  of  his 
heart  was  to  behold  her  a  free  woman. 

She  was  quite  steady  for  a  while,  and  her  spirits 
began  to  return.  The  hopes  of  her  son  rose  high  ;  he 
almost  ceased  to  fear. 


CHAPTEE  XXXIX 


KIRSTY     GIVES     ADVICE 


It  was  again  midsummer,  and  just  a  year  since  they 
parted  on  the  Horn,  when  Francis  appeared  at  Corby- 
knowe,  and  found  Kirsty  in  the  kitchen.  She  received 
him  as  if  nothing  had  ever  come  between  them,  but  at 
once  noting  he  was  in  trouble,  proposed  they  should  go 
out  together.  It  was  a  long  way  to  be  silent,  but  they 
had  reached  the  spot,  whence  they  started  for  the  race 
recorded  in  my  first  chapter,  ere  either  ot  them  said  a 
word. 

'  Will  ye  no  sit,  Kirsty '?'  said  Francis  at  length. 

For  answer  she  dropped  on  the  same  stone  where 
she  was  sitting  when  she  challenged  him  to  it,  and 
Francis  took  his  seat  on  its  neighbour. 
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'  I  hae  had  a  some  sair  time  o'  't  sin'  I  shawed  ye 
plain  hoo  little  I  was  worth  yer  notice,  Kirsty  !'  he 
began. 

'  Ay,'  returned  Kirsty,  '  but  ilka  hoor  o*  't  hes  shawn 
what  the  rael  Francie  was  !' 

'  I  kenna,  Kirsty.  A'  I  can  say  is — 'at  I  dinna  think 
nearhan  sae  muckle  o'  mysel  as  I  did  than.' 

'  And  I  think  a  heap  mair  o'  ye,'  answered  Kirsty. 
'  I  canna  but  think  ye  upo'  the  richt  ro'd  noo, 
Francie  !' 

'  I  houp  I  am,  but  I'm  aye  fin'in'  oot  something  'at 
'ill  never  du.' 

I  And  ye'll  keep  fin'in'  oot  that  sae  lang  's  there  's 
ony thing  left  but  what  's  like  himsel.' 

I I  un'erstan  ye,  Kirsty.  But  I  cam  to  ye  the  day, 
no  to  say  onything  aboot  mysel,  but  jist  'cause  I 
cudna  du  wantin  yer  help.  I  wudna  hae  presumed 
but  that  I  thoucht,  although  I  dinna  deserve  't,  for 
auld  kin'ness  ye  wud  say  what  ye  wud  advise.' 

'  I'll  du  that,  Francie — no  for  auld  kin'ness,  but  for 
kin'ness  never  auld.     "Whafs  wrang  wi'  ye  ?' 
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'  Kirsty,  wuman,  she's  brocket:  oot  again  !' 
'  I  dinna  won'er.     I  hae  h'ard  o'  sic  things.' 
'  It's  jist  taen   the  pith  oot  o'   me  !      What  am   I 
to  du  ?' 

'  Ye  canna  du  better  nor  weel  ;  jist  begin  again.' 
'  I  had  coft  her  a  bonny  cairriage,  wi'  as  fine  a  pair- 
as  ever  ye  saw,  Kirsty,  as  I  daursay  yer  father  has 
telled  ye.  And  they  warna  lost  upon  her,  for  she  had 
aye  a  gleg  ee  for  a  horse.  Ye  min'  yon  powny  ? — And 
up  til  yesterday,  a'  gaed  weel,  till  I  was  thinkin  I  cud 
trust  her  onygait.  But  i'  the  efternune,  as  she  was  oot 
for  an  airin,  ane  o'  the  horses  cuist  a  shue,  and  thinkin 
naething  o'  the  risk  til  a  human  sowl,  but  only  o'  the 
risk  til  the  puir  horse,  the  fule  fallow  stoppit  at  a 
smithy  nae  farrer  nor  the  neist  door  frae  a  public,  and 
tuik  the  horse  intil  the  smithy,  lea'in  the  smith's  lad 
at  the  heid  o'  the  ither  horse.  Sae  what  suld  my 
leddy  but  oot  upo'  the  side  frae  the  smithy,  and  awa 
roon  the  back  o'  the  cairriage  to  the  public,  and  in ' 
Whether  she  took  onything  there  I  dinna  ken,  but  she 
maun  hae   broucht  a   bottle   hame   wi  her,  for  this 
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mornin  she  was  fou — fou  as  e'er  ye  saw  man  in 
market !' 

He  broke  down,  and  wept  like  a  child. 

'  And  what  did  ye  du  ?'  asked  Kirsty. 

'  I  said  naething.  I  jist  gaed  to  the  coachman  and 
gart  him  put  his  horses  tu,  and  takhisdenner  wi'  him, 
and  m'unt  the  box,  and  drive  straucht  awa  til  Aber- 
deen, and  lea'  the  carriage  whaur  I  boucht  it,  and  du 
siclike  wi'  the  horses,  and  come  hame  by  the  co'ch.' 

As  he  ended  the  sad  tale,  he  glanced  up  at  Kirsty, 
and  saw  her  regarding  him  with  a  look  such  as  he 
had  never  seen,  imagined,  or  dreamed  of  before.  It 
lasted  but  a  moment ;  her  eyes  dropt,  and  she  went  on 
with  the  knitting  which,  as  in  the  old  days,  she  had 
brought  with  her. 

'  Noo,  Kirsty,  what  am  I  to  du  neist?'  he  said. 

'  Hae  ye  naething  i'  yer  ain  min'?'  she  asked. 

'  Naething.' 

1  Weel,  we'll  awa  hame !'  she  returned,  rising. 
'  Maybe,  as  we  gang,  we'll  get  licht !' 

They  walked  in  silence.      Now   and  then  Francis 


"86  HEATHER  AND  SNOW 

would  look  up  in  Kirsty's  face,  to  see  if  anything  was 
coming,  but  saw  only  that  she  was  sunk  in  thought : 
he  would  not  hurry  her,  and  said  not  a  word.  He 
knew  she  would  speak  the  moment  she  had  what  she 
thought  worth  saying. 

Kirsty,  recalling  what  her  father  had  repeatedly 
said  of  Mrs.  Gordon's  management  of  a  horse  in  her 
young  days,  had  fallen  awondering  how  one  who  so 
well  understood  the  equine  nature,  could  be  so  in- 
capable of  understanding  the  human  ;  for  certainly 
she  had  little  known  either  Archibald  Gordon  or  David 
Barclay,  and  quite  as  little  her  own  son.  Having 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  the  incapacity  was  caused 
by  overpowering  affection  for  the  one  human  creature 
she  ought  not  to  love,  Kirsty  found  her  thoughts 
return  to  the  sole  faculty  her  father  yielded  Mrs. 
Gordon— that  of  riding  a  horse  as  he  ought  to  be  « 
ridden.  Thereupon  came  to  her  mind  a  conclusion 
she  had  lately  read  somewhere — namely,  that  a  man 
ought  to  regard  his  neighbour  as  specially  charac- 
terized by   the   possession  of  this  or  that  virtue  or 
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capacity,  whatever  it  might  be,  that  distinguished 
him  ;  for  that  was  as  the  door-plate  indicating  the 
proper  entrance  to  his  inner  house.  A  moment  more 
and  Kirsty  thought  she  saw  a  way  in  which  Francis 
might  gain  a  firmer  hold  on  his  mother,  as  well  as 
provide  her  with  a  pleasure  that  might  work  toward 
her  redemption. 

'  Francie,'  she  said,  '  I  hae  thoucht  o'  something. 
My  father  has  aye  said,  and  ye  ken  he  kens,  'at  yer 
mother  was  a  by  ordinar  guid  rider  in  her  young  days, 
and  this  is  what  I  wud  hae  ye  du  :  gang  straucht  awa, 
whaurever  ye  think  best,  and  buy  for  her  the  best 
luikin,  best  tempered,  handiest,  and  easiest  gaein 
leddy's-horse  ye  can  lay  yer  han's  upo'.  Ye  hae  a  gey 
fair  beast  o'  yer  ain,  my  father  says,  and  ye  maun  jist 
ride  wi'  her  whaurever  she  gangs.' 

'  I'll  du  't,  Kirsty.  I  canna  gang  straucht  awa,  I 
dooht,  though ;  I  fear  she  has  whusky  left,  and  there's 
no  sayiu  what  she  micht  du  afore  I  wan  back.  I  maun 
gang  hame  first.' 

I'm  no  clear  upo'  that.     Ye  canna  weel  gang  and 
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rype  {search)  a'  the  kists  and  auraries  i'  the  hoose  she 
ca's  her  am  !  That  wud  anger  her  terrible.  Nor  can 
ye  weel  lay  hau's  upon  her,  and  tak  frae  her  by  force. 
A  wuman  micht  du  that,  but  a  man,  and  special  a 
wuman's  ain  ae  son,  canna  weel  du  't— that  is,  gien 
there's  ony  ither  coorse  'at  can  be  followt.  It  seems  to 
me  ye  maun  tak  the  risk  o'  her  bottle.  And  it  may  be 
no  ill  thing  'at  she  sud  disgrace  hersel  oot  and  oot. 
Onygait  wi'  bein  awa,  and  comin  back  wi'  the  horse  i' 
yer  han'  ye'll  come  afore  her  like  bringin  wi'  ye  a  fresh 
beginuin,  a  new  order  o'  things  like,  and  that  w'y 
av'ide  words  wi'  her,  and  words  maun  aye  be 
av'idit.' 

Francis  remained  in  thoughtful  silence. 

'  I  hae  little  fear,'  pursued  Kirsty,  '  but  we'll  get  her 
frae  the  drink  a'thegither,  and  the  houp  is  we  may  get 
something  better  putten  intil  her.  Bein  fou  whiles, 
isna  the  main  difficulty.  But  I  beg  yer  pardon, 
Franeie  !     I  maunna  forget  'at  she's  your  mother !' 

'  Gien  ye  wud  but  tak  her  and  me  thegither,  Kirstj , 
it  wud  be  a  gran'  thing  for  baith  o'  's  !     Wi'  you  tc 
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tak  the  half  o'  't,  I  micht  stan'  up  un'er  the  weicht  o' 
my  responsibility  !' 

'  I'm  takin  my  share  o'  that,  onygait,  daurin  to 
advise  ye,  Francie  ! — Noo  gang,  laddie  ;  gang  straucht 
awa  and  buy  the  horse.' 

'  I  maun  rin  hame  first,  to  put  siller  i'  my  pooch  ! 
I  s'  haud  oot  o'  her  gait.' 

'  Gang  til  my  faither  for't.  I  haena  a  penny,  but 
he  has  aye  plenty  !' 

'  I  maim  hae  my  horse ;  there's  nae  co'ch  till  the 
morn's  mornin.' 

'  Gangna  near  the  place.  My  father  'ill  gie  ye  the 
gray  mear — no  an  ill  ane  ava  !  She'll  tak  ye  there  in 
four  or  five  hoors,  as  ye  ride.  Only,  min'  and  gie  her 
a  pickle  corn  ance,  and  meal  and  watter  twise  upo' 
the  ro'd.  Gien  ye  seena  the  animal  ye're  sure  'ill 
please  her,  gang  further,  and  comena  hame  wantin  't.' 


CHAPTER  XL 


MRS.    GORDON 


When  Mrs.  Gordon  came  to  herself,  she  thought  to 
behave  as  if  nothing  had  happened,  and  rang  the  bell   I 
to  order  her  carriage.     The  maid  informed  her  that 
the  coachman  had  driven  away  with  it  before  lunch, 
and  had  not  said  where  he  was  going. 

'Driven  away  with  it!'  cried  her  mistress,  starting 
to  her  feet ;  '  I  gave  him  no  orders  !' 

'  I  saw  the  laird  giein  him  directions,  mem,'  rejoined 
the  maid. 

Mrs.  Gordon  sat  down  again.  She  began  to  re- 
member what  her  son  had  said  when  first  he  gave  her 
the  carriage. 

'  Where  did  he  send  him'?'  she  asked. 
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'  I  dinna  ken,  mem.' 

'  Go  and  ask  the  laird  to  step  this  way.' 

'Please,  mem,  he's  no  i'  the  hoose.  I  ken,  for  1 
saw  him  gang — hoors  ago.' 

'  Did  he  go  in  the  carriage  ?' 

'  No,  mem  ;  he  gaed  upo'  's  ain  fit.' 

'  Perhaps  he's  come  home  by  this  time  !' 

'  I'm  sure  he's  no  that,  mem.' 

Mrs.  Gordon  went  to  her  room,  all  but  finished 
the  bottle  of  whisky,  and  threw  herself  on  her 
bed. 

Toward  morning  she  woke  with  aching  head  and 
miserable  mind.  Now  dozing,  now  tossing  about  in 
wretchedness,  she  lay  till  the  afternoon.  No  one 
came  near  her,  and  she  wanted  no  one. 

At  length,  dizzy  and  despairing,  her  head  in  torture, 
and  her  heart  sick,  she  managed  to  get  out  of  bed, 
and,  unable  to  walk,  literally  crawled  to  the  cupboard 
in  which  she  had  put  away  the  precious  bottle  : — joy  ! 
there  was  yet  a  glass  in  it !  With  the  mouth  of  it  to 
per  lips,  she  was  tilting  it  up  to  drain  the  last  drop, 
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when  the  voice  of  her  son  came  cheerily  from  the 
drive,  on  which  her  window  looked  down  : 

'  See  what  I've  brought  you,  mother  !'  he  called. 

Fear  came  upon  her ;  she  took  the  bottle  from  her 
mouth,  put  it  again  in  the  cupboard,  and  crept  back 
to  her  bed,  her  brain  like  a  hive  buzzing  with  devils. 

When  Francis  entered  the  house,  he  was  not  sur- 
prised to  learn  that  she  had  not  left  her  room.  He 
did  not  try  to  see  her. 

The  next  morning  she  felt  a  little  better,  and  had 
some  tea.  Still  she  did  not  care  to  get  up.  She  shrank 
from  meeting  her  son,  and  the  abler  she  grew  to  think, 
the  more  unwilling  she  was  to  see  him.  He  came  to 
her  room,  but  she  heard  him  coming,  turned  her  head 
the  other  way,  and  pretended  to  be  asleep.  Again 
and  again,  almost  involuntarily,  she  half  rose,  remem- 
bering the  last  of  the  whisky,  but  as  often  lay  down 
again,  loathing  the  cause  of  her  headache. 

Stronger  and  stronger  grew  her  unwillingness  to 
face  her  son :  she  had  so  thoroughly  proved  herself 
unfit  to  be  trusted !     She  began  to  feel  towards  him 
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as  she  had  sometimes  felt  toward  her  mother  when  she 
had  been  naughty.  She  began  to  see  that  she  could 
make  her  peace,  with  him  or  with  herself,  only  by 
acknowledging  her  weakness.  Aided  by  her  misery, 
she  had  begun  to  perceive  that  she  could  not  trust 
herself,  and  ought  to  submit  to  be  treated  as  the  poor 
creature  she  was.  She  had  resented  the  idea  that  she 
could  not  keep  herself  from  drink  if  she  pleased,  for 
she  knew  she  could ;  but  she  had  not  pleased  !  How 
could  she  ever  ask  him  to  trust  her  again  ! 

What  further  passed  in  her,  I  cannot  tell.  It  is  an 
unfailing  surprise  when  anyone,  more  especially  any- 
one who  has  hitherto  seemed  without  strength  of 
character,  turns  round  and  changes.  The  only  thing 
Mrs.  Gordon  then  knew  as  helping  her,  was  the  strong 
hand  of  her  son  upon  her,  and  the  consciousness  that, 
had  her  husband  lived,  she  could  never  have  given 
way  as  she  had.  But  there  was  another  help  which 
is  never  wanting  where  it  can  find  an  entrance  ;  and 
now   first   she    began   to   pray,    '  Lead   me   not   into 

temptation.' 

vol.  11.  27 
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There  was  one  excuse  which  David  alone  knew  to 
make  for  her — that  her  father  was  a  hard  drinker, 
and  his  father  before  him. 

Doubtless,  during  all  the  period  of  her  excesses,  the 
soul  of  the  woman  in  her  better  moments  had  been 
ashamed  to  know  her  the  thing  she  was.  It  coul:l 
not,  when  she  was  at  her  worst,  comport  with  her 
idea  of  a  lady,  poor  as  that  idea  was,  to  drink  whisky 
till  she  did  not  know  what  she  did  next.  And  when 
the  sleeping  woman  God  made,  wakes  up  to  see  in 
what  a  house  she  lives,  she  will  soon  grasp  at  besom 
and  bucket,  nor  cease  her  cleansing  while  spot  is  left 
on  wall  or  ceiling  or  floor. 

How  the  waking  comes,  who  can  tell !  God  knows 
what  he  wants  us  to  do,  and  what  we  can  do,  and 
how  to  help  us.  What  I  have  to  tell  is  that,  the  next 
morning,  Mrs.  Gordon  came  down  to  breakfast,  and 
finding  her  son  already  seated  at  the  table,  came  up 
behind  him,  without  a  word  set  the  bottle  with  the  last 
glass  of  whisky  in  it  before  him,  went  to  her  place  at 
the  table,  gave  him  one  sorrowful  look,  and  sat  down. 
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His  heart  understood,  and  answered  with  a  throb 
of  joy  so  great  that  he  knew  it  first  as  pain. 

Neither  spoke  until  breakfast  was  almost  over. 
Then  Francis  said, 

'  You've  grown  so  much  younger,  mother,  it  is  quite 
time  you  took  to  riding  again !  I've  been  buying  a 
horse  for  you.  Kemembering  the  sort  of  pony  you 
bought  for  me,  I  thought  I  should  like  to  try  whether 
I  could  not  please  you  with  a  horse  of  my  buying.' 

'  Silly  boy  !'  she  returned,  with  a  rather  pitiful  laugh, 
'  do  you  suppose  at  my  age  I'm  going  to  make  a  fool  of 
myself  on  horseback  ?  You  forget  I'm  an  old  woman  !' 
'  Not  a  bit  of  it,  mother !  If  ever  you  rode  as 
David  Barclay  says  you  did,  I  don't  see  why  you 
shouldn't  ride  still.  He's  a  splendid  creature  !  David 
told  me  you  liked  a  big  fellow.  Just  put  on  your 
habit,  mammy,  and  we'll  take  a  gallop  across,  and 
astonish  the  old  man  a  bit.' 

'My  dear  boy,  I  have  no  nerve!  I'm  .not  the 
woman  I  was  !  It's  my  own  fault,  I  know,  and  I'm 
both  sorry  and  ashamed.' 
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'  We  are  both  going  to  try  to  be  good,  mother  dear!' 
faltered  Francis. 

The  poor  woman  pressed  her  handkerchief  with 
both  hands  to  her  face,  and  wept  for  a  few  moments 
in  silence,  then  rose  and  left  the  room.  In  an  hour 
she  was  ready,  and  out  looking  for  Francis.  Her 
habit  was  a  little  too  tight  for  her,  but  wearable 
enough.    The  horses  were  sent  for,  and  they  mounted. 


CHAPTEB  XLI 


TWO     HORSEWOMEN 


Theke  was  at  Corbyknowe  a  young,  well-bred  horse 
which  David  had  himself  reared  :  Kirsty  had  been 
teaching  him  to  carry  a  lady.  For  her  hostess  in 
Edinburgh,  discovering  that  she  was  fond  of  riding 
and  that  she  had  no  saddle,  had  made  her  a  present  of 
her  own :  she  had  not  used  it  for  many  years,  but  it 
was  in  very  good  condition,  and  none  the  worse  for 
being  a  little  old-fashioned.  That  same  morning 
Kirsty  had  put  on  a  blue  riding-habit,  which  also  lady 
Macintosh  had  given  her,  and  was  out  on  the  highest 
slope  of  the  farm,  hoping  to  catch  a  sight  of  the  two 
on  horseback  together,  and  so  learn  that  her  scheme 
was   a   success.     She   had  been  on   the  outlook   for 
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about  an  hour,  when  she  saw  them  coming  along 
between  the  castle  and  Corbyknowe,  and  went 
straight  for  a  certain  point  in  the  road  so  as  to  reach 
it  simultaneously  with  them.  For  she  had  just  spied 
a  chance  of  giving  Gordon  the  opportunity  which  her 
father  had  told  her  he  was  longing  for,  of  saying 
something  about  her  to  his  mother. 

'  Who  can  that  be  ?'  said  Mrs.  Gordon  as  they 
trotted  gently  along,  when  she  spied  the  lady  on 
horseback.  '  She  rides  well !  But  she  seems  to  be 
alone  !     Is  there  really  nobody  with  her  ?' 

As  she  spoke,  the  young  horse  came  over  a  dry- 
stone-dyke  in  fine  style. 

'  Why,  she's  an  accomplished  horsewoman !'  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  Gordon.  '  She  must  be  a  stranger  ! 
There's  not  a  lady  within  thirty  miles  of  Weelset  can 
ride  like  that  !' 

'  No  such  stranger  as  you  think,  mother !'  rejoined 
Francis.     •  That's  Kirsty  Barclay  of  Corbyknowe.' 

'  Never,  Francis  !     The  girl  rides  like  a  lady  !' 

Francis     smiled,    perhaps    a    little    triumphantly. 
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Something  like  what  lay  in  the  smile  the  mother  read 
in  it,  for  it  roused  at  once  both  her  jealousy  and  her 
pride.  Her  son  to  fall  in  love  with  a  girl  that  was  not 
even  a  lady !  A  Gordon  of  Weelset  to  marry  a 
tenant's  daughter  !     Impossible  ! 

Kirsty  was  now  in  the  road  before  them,  riding 
slowly  in  the  same  direction.  It  was  the  progress, 
however,  not  the  horse  that  was  slow  :  his  frolics, 
especially  when  the  other  horses  drew  near,  kept  his 
rider  sufficiently  occupied. 

Mrs.  Gordon  quickened  her  pace,  and  passed  with- 
out turning  her  head  or  looking  at  her,  but  so  close, 
and  with  so  sudden  a  rush  that  Kirsty's  horse  half 
wheeled,  and  bounded  over  the  dyke  by  the  roadside. 
Her  rudeness  annoyed  her  son,  and  he  jumped  his 
horse  into  the  field  and  joined  Kirsty,  letting  his. 
mother  ride  on,  and  contenting  himself  with  keeping 
her  in  sight.  After  a  few  moments'  talk,  however,  he 
proposed  that  they  should  overtake  her,  and  cutting 
off  a  great  loop  of  the  road,  they  passed  her  at  speed, 
and  turned  and  met  her.     She  had  by  this  time  got  a 
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little  over  her  temper,  and  was  prepared  to  behave  with 
propriety,  which  meant — the  dignity  becoming  her. 

'  What  a  lovely  horse  you  have,  Miss  Barclay  !'  she 
said,  without  other  greeting.  'How  much  do  you 
want  for  him  ?' 

'  He  is  but  half-broken,'  answered  Kirsty,  '  or  I 
would  offer  to  change  with  you.  I  almost  wonder 
you  look  at  him  from  the  back  of  your  own  !' 

'  He  is  a  beauty — is  he  not  ?  This  is  my  first  trial 
of  him.  The  laird  gave  me  him  only  this  morning. 
He  is  as  quiet  as  a  lamb.' 

'  There,  Donal,'  said  Kirsty  to  her  horse,  '  tak 
example  by  yer  betters!  Jist  luik  hoo  he  Stan's!  — 
The  laird  has  a  true  eye  for  a  horse,  ma'am,'  she  went 
on,  '  but  he  always  says  you  gave  it  him.' 

'Always!  hm  !'  said  Mrs.  Gordon  to  herself,  but 
she  looked  kindly  at  her  son. 

'  How  did  you  learn  to  ride  so  well,  Kirsty  ?'  she 
asked. 

'  I  suppose  I  got  it  from  my  father,  ma'am  !  I 
began  with  the  cows.' 
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'  Ah,  how  is  old  David?'  returned  Mrs.  Gordon.  '  I 
have  seen  him  once  or  twice  about  the  castle  of  late, 
but  have  not  spoken  to  him.' 

1  He  is  very  well,  thank  you.  — Will  you  not  come 
up  to  the  Knowe  and  rest  a  moment  ?  My  mother  will 
be  very  glad  to  see  you.' 

'  Not  to-day,  Kirsty.  I  haven't  been  on  horseback 
for  years,  and  am  already  tired.  We  shall  turn  here. 
Good-morning !' 

'  Good-morning,  ma'am  !  Good-bye,  Mr.  Gordon  !' 
said  Kirsty  cheerfully,  as  she  wheeled  her  horse  to 
set  him  straight  at  a  steep  grassy  brae. 


CHAPTER  XLII 

THE    LAIKD    AND   HIS    MOTHER 

The  laird  and  his  mother  sat  and  looked  at  Kirsty  as 
her  horse  tore  up  the  brae. 

'  She  can  ride — can't  she,  mother  ?'  said  Francis. 

'  Well  enough  for  a  hoiden,'  answered  Mrs.  Gordon. 

'  She  rides  to  please  her  horse  now,  but  she'll  have' 
him  as  quiet  as  yours  before  long,'  rejoined  her  son, 
both  a  little  angry  and  a  little  amused  at  her  being 
called  a  hoiden  who  was  to  him  like  an  angel  grown 
young  with  asonian  life. 

'  Yes,'  resumed  his  mother,  as  if  she  would  be  fair, 
'  she  does  ride  well !  If  only  she  were  a  lady,  that  I 
might  ask  her  to  ride  with  me  !  After  all  it's  none  of 
my  business  what  she  is — so  long  as  you  don't  want  to 
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marry  her!'  she  concluded,  with  an  attempt  at  a 
laugh. 

'But  I  do  want  to  marry  her,  mother!'  rejoined 
Francis. 

A  short  year  before,  his  mother  would  have  said 
what  was  in  her  heart,  and  it  would  not  have  been 
pleasant  to  hear  ;  but  now  she  was  afraid  of  her  sou, 
and  was  silent.  But  it  added  to  her  torture  that  she 
must  be  silent.  To  be  dethroned  in  castle  Weelset  by 
the  daughter  of  one  of  her  own  tenants,  for  as  such 
she  thought  of  them,  was  indeed  galling.  '  The  im- 
pudent quean  !'  she  said  to  herself,  '  she's  ridden  on 
her  horse  into  the  heart  of  the  laird  !'  But  for  the 
wholesome  consciousness  of  her  own  shame,  which 
she  felt  that  her  son  was  always  sparing,  she  would 
have  raged  like  a  fury. 

'  You  that  might  have  had  any  lady  in  the  land  !' 
she  said  at  length. 

'  If  I  might,  mother,  it  would  be  just  as  vain  to  look 
for  her  equal' 

'  You  might  at  least  have  shown  your  mother  the 
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respect  of  choosing  a  lady  to  sit  in  her  place  !  You 
drive  me  from  the  house  !' 

'Mother,'  said  Francis,  'I  have  twice  asked  Kirsty 
Barclay  to  be  my  wife,  and  she  has  twice  refused  me.' 

'  You  may  try  her  again  :  she  had  her  reasons  !  Hhe 
never  meant  to  let  you  slip !  If  you  got  disgusted 
with  her  afterwards,  she  would  always  have  her  re- 
fusal of  you  to  throw  in  your  teeth.' 

Francis  laid  his  hand  on  his  mother's,  and  stopped 
her  horse. 

'  Mother,  you  compel  me  !'  he  said.  '  When  I  came 
home  ill,  and,  as  I  thought,  dying,  you  called  me  bad 
names,  and  drove  me  from  the  house.  Kirsty  found 
me  in  a  hole  in  the  earth,  actually  dying  then,  and 
saved  my  life.' 

'  Good  heavens,  Francis  !  Are  you  mad  still  ?  How 
dare  you  tell  such  horrible  falsehoods  of  your  own 
mother '?  You  never  came  near  me !  You  went 
straight  to  Corbyknowe !' 

'  Ask  Mrs.  Bremner  if  I  speak  the  truth.  She  ran 
out  after  me,  but  could  not  get  up  with  me.     You 
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1.  drove  me  out ;  and  if  you  do  not  know  it  now,  you 
do  not  need  to  be  told  how  it  is  that  you  have  for- 
gotten it.' 

She  knew  what  he  meant,  and  was  silent. 

'  Then  Kirsty  went  to  Edinburgh,  to  sir  Haco  Mac- 
intosh, and  with  his  assistance  brought  me  to  my 
right  mind.  If  it  were  not  for  Kirsty,  I  should  be  in 
my  grave,  or  wandering  the  earth  a  maniac.  Even 
alive  and  well  as  I  am,  I  should  not  be  with  you  now 
I  had  she  not  shown  me  my  duty.' 

'  I  thought  as  much  !  All  this  tyranny  of  yours, 
all  your  late  insolence  to  your  mother,  comes  from  the 
power  of  that  low-born  woman  over  you !  I  declare 
to  you,  Francis  Gordon,  if  you  marry  her,  I  will  leave 
the  house.' 

He  made  her  no  answer,  and  they  rode  the  rest  of 
the  way  in  silence.  But  in  that  silence  things  grew 
clearer  to  him.  Why  should  he  take  pains  to  per- 
suade his  mother  to  a  consent  which  she  had  no  right 
to  withhold  ?  His  desire  was  altogether  reasonable  : 
why  should  its  fulfilment  depend  on  the  unreason  of 
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one  who  had  not  strength  to  order  her  own  behaviour  ? 
He  had  to  save  her,  not  to  please  her,  gladly  as  he 
would  have  done  both  ! 

When  he  had  helped  her  from  the  saddle,  he  would 
have  remounted  and  ridden  at  once  to  Corbyknowe, 
but  feared  leaving  her.  She  shut  herself  in  her  room 
till  she  could  bear  her  own  company  no  longer,  and 
then  went  to  the  drawing-room,  where  Francis  read 
to  her,  and  played  several  games  of  backgammon  with 
her.  Soon  after  dinner  she  retired,  saying  her  ride 
had  wearied  her ;  and  the  moment  Francis  knew  she 
was  in  bed,  he  got  his  horse,  and  galloped  to  the 
Knowe. 


CHAPTER    XLIII 


THE    COKONATION 


When  he  arrived,  there  was  no  light  in  the  house  :  all 
had  gone  to  rest.  Unwilling  to  disturb  the  father  and 
mother,  he  rode  quietly  to  the  back  of  the  house, 
where  Kirsty's  room  looked  on  the  garden.  He  called 
her  softly.  In  a  moment  she  peeped  out,  then  opened 
her  window. 

'  Cud  ye  come  doon  a  minute,  Kirsty  ?'  said  Francis. 

'  I'll  be  wi'  ye  in  less  time,'  she  replied  ;  and  he  had 
hardly  more  than  dismounted,  when  she  was  by  his 
side. 

He  told  her  what  had  passed  between  him  and  his 
mother  since  she  left  them. 

'  It's  a  rael  bonny  nicht !'  said  Kirsty,  '  and  we'll  jist 


2o3  HEATHER  AND  SNOW 

tak  oor  time  to  turn  the  thing  ower — that  is,  gien  ye 
bena  tired,  Francie.  Come,  we'll  put  the  beastie  up 
first.' 

She  led  the  horse  into  the  dark  stable,  took  his 
bridle  off,  put  a  halter  on  him,  slackened  his  girths, 
and  gave  him  a  feed  of  corn — all  in  the  dark  ;  which 
things  done,  she  and  her  lover  set  out  for  the  Horn. 

The  whole  night  seemed  thinking  of  the  day  that 
was  gone.  All  doing  seemed  at  an  end,  yea  God  him- 
self to  be  resting  and  thinking.  The  peace  of  it  sank 
into  their  bosoms,  and  filled  them  so,  that  they  walked 
a  long  way  without  speaking.  There  was  no  wind, 
and  no  light  but  the  starlight.  The  air  was  like  the. 
clear  dark  inside  some  diamonds.  The  only  sound 
that  broke  the  stillness  as  they  went  was  the  voice  of 
Kirsty,  sweet  and  low — and  it  was  as  if  the  dim  starry 
vault  thought,  rather  than  she  uttered,  the  words  she 
quoted  : — 

'Summer  Night,  come  from  God, 

On  your  beauty,  I  see, 
A  still  wave  has  flowed 
Of  Eternity !' 
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At  a  certain  spot  on  the  ridge  of  the  Horn,  Francis 
stopped. 

1  This  is  whaur  ye  left  me  this  time  last  year,  Kirsty,' 
he  said  ;  '  — left  me  wi'  my  Maker  to  mak  a  man  o' 
me.     It  was  'maist  makin  me  ower  again !' 

There  was  a  low  stone  just  visible  among  the 
heather  ;  Kirsty  seated  herself  upon  it.  Francis  threw 
himself  among  the  heather,  and  lay  looking  up  in  her 
face. 

'  That  mother  o'  yours  is  'maist  ower  muckle  for  ye, 
Francie  !'  said  Kirsty. 

'  It's  no  aften,  Kirsty,  ye  tell  me  what  I  ken  as 
weel  's  yersel !'  returned  Francis. 

1  Weel,  Francie,  ye  maun  tell  me  something  the 
night ! — Gien  it  wudna  mismuve  ye,  I  wad  fain  ken 
hoo  ye  wan  throu  that  day  we  pairtit  here.' 

Without  a  moment's  hesitation,  Francis  began  the 
tale — giving  her  to  know,  however,  that  in  what  took 
place  there  was  much  he  did  not  understand  so  as  to 
tell  it  again. 

When  he  made  an  end,  Kirsty  rose  and  said, 

vol.  11.  28 
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'  Wad  ye  please  to  sit  upo'  that  stane,  Francie  !' 

In  pure  obedience  he  rose  from  the  heather,  and 
sat  upon  the  stone. 

She  went  behind  hirn,  and  clasped  his  head,  round 
the  temples,  with  her  shapely,  strong,  faithful  hands. 

'  I  ken  ye  noo  for  a  man,  Francis.  Ye  hae  set 
yersel  to  du  his  wull,  and  no  yer  ain  :  ye're  a  king, 
and  for  want  o'  a  better  croon,  I  croon  ye  wi'  my  twa 
han's.' 

Little  thought  Kirsty  how  near  she  came,  in  word 
and  deed,  to  the  crowning  of  Dante  by  Virgil,  as 
recorded  toward  the  close  of  the  Purgatorio. 

Then  she  came  round  in  front  of  him,  he  sitting 
bewildered  and  taking  no  part  in  the  solemn  ceremony 
save  that  of  submission,  and  knelt  slowly  down  before 
him,  laying  her  head  on  his  knees,  and  saying, — 

'  And  here's  yer  kingdom,  Francis — my  heid  and 
my  hert !     Du  wi'  me  what  ye  wull.' 

'  Come  hame  wi'  me,  and  help  save  my  mother,' 
he  answered,  in  a  voice  choked  with  emotion. 

'  I  wull,'  she  said,  and  would  have  risen  ;  but  he 
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laid  his  hands  on  her  head,  and  thus  they  remained 
for  a  time  in  silence.     Then  they  rose,  and  went. 

They  had  gone  about  half-way  to  the  farm  before 
either  spoke.     Then  Kirsty  said, — 

'  Francie,  there's  ae  thing  I  maun  beg  o'  ye,  and 
but  ane — 'at  ye  winna  desire  me  to  tak  the  heid  o' 
yer  table.  I  canna  but  think  it  an  ungracious  thing 
'at  a  young  wuman  like  me,  the  son's  wife,  suld  put 
the  man's  ain  mother,  his  father's  wife,  oot  q,'  the 
place  whaur  his  father  set  her.  I'm  layin  doon  no 
prenciple ;  I'm  sayin  only  hoo  it  affecs  me.  I  want 
to  come  hame  as  her  dochter,  no  as  mistress  0'  the 
hoose  in  her  stead.  And  ye  see,  Francie,  that'll 
gie  ye  anither  haud  o'  her,  agen  disgracin  o'  hersel ! 
Promise  me,  Francie,  and  I'll  sune  tak  the  maist 
pairt  o'  the  trouble  o'  her  aff  o'  yer  nan's.' 

'  Ye're  aye  richt,  Kirsty!'  answered  Francis.  'As 
ye  wull.' 


CHAPTER    XLIY 


KIKSTY  S   TOCHER 


The  next  morning,  Kirsty  told  her  parents  that  she 
was  going  to  marry  Francie. 

'Ye  du  richt,  my  bairn,'  said  her  father.  'He's 
come  in  sicht  o'  's  high  callin,  and  it's  no  possible  for 
ye  langer  to  refuse  him.' 

'But,  eh!  what  am  I  to  du  wantin  ye,  Kirsty?' 
moaned  her  mother. 

'  Ye  min',  mother,'  answered  Kirsty,  '  hoo  I  wad 
be  oot  the  lang  day  wi'  Steenie,  and  ye  never  thoucht 
ye  hadna  me  !' 

'  Na,  never.     I  aye  kenned  I  had  the  twa  o'  ye.' 

'  Weel,  it's  no  a  God's-innocent  but  a  deil's-gowk 
I'll  hae  to  luik  efter  noo,  and  I  rnaun  come  hame  ilka 
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possible  chance  to  get  hertenin  frae  you  and  my  father, 
or  I  winna  be  able  to  bide  it.  Eh,  mother,  efter 
Steenie,  it'll  be  awfu'  to  spen'  the  day  wi  her !  It's 
no  'at  ever  she'll  be  fou :  I  s'  see  to  that !— it's  'at 
she'll  aye  be  toom  ! — aye  ringin  wi  toomness  !' 

Here  Kirsty  turned  to  her  father,  and  said, — 

'  Wull  ye  gie  me  a  tocher,  father  ?' 

•  Ay  wull  I,  lassie, — what  ye  like,  sae  far  as  I  hae 
't  to  gie.' 

1  I  want  Donal — -that's  a'.  Ye  see  I  maun  ride  a 
heap  wi'  the  puir  thing,  and  I  wud  fain  hae  something 
aneth  me  'at  ye  gae  me  !  The  cratur'll  aye  hing  to  the 
Knowe,  and  whan  I  gie  his  wull  he'll  fess  me  hame 
o'  himsel. — I  wud  hae  likit  things  to  bide  as  they  are, 
but  she  wud  hae  worn  puir  Francie  to  the  verra  deid  !' 


CHAPTER    XLV 


KIRSTY  S    SONG 


Mrs.  Gordon  manages  the  house,  and  her  reward  is 
to  sit  at  the  head  of  the  table.  But  she  pays  Kirsty 
infinitely  more  for  the  privilege  than  any  but  Kirsty 
can  know,  in  the  form  of  leisure  for  things  she  likes 
far  better  than  housekeeping — among  the  rest,  for  the 
discovery  of  such  songs  as  this,  the  last  of  hers  I  have 
seen  : — 

LOVE  IS  HOME. 

Love  is  the  part,  and  love  is  the  whole  ; 

Love  is  the  robe,  and  love  is  the  pall ; 
Ruler  of  heart  and  brain  and  soul, 

Love  is  the  lord  and  the  slave  of  all ! 
I  thank  thee,  Love,  that  thou  lov'st  me ; 
I  thank  thee  more  that  I  love  thee. 
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Love  is  the  rain,  and  love  is  the  air; 

Love  is  the  earth  that  holdeth  fast ; 
Love  is  the  root  that  is  buried  there, 

Love  is  the  open  flower  at  last ! 
I  thank  thee,  Love  all  round  about, 
That  the  eyes  of  my  love  are  looking  out. 

Love  is  the  sun,  and  love  is  the  sea ; 

Love  is  the  tide  that  comes  and  goes ; 
Flowing  and  flowing  it  comes  to  me; 

Ebbing  and  ebbing  to  thee  it  flows ! 
Oh  my  sun,  and  my  wind,  and  tide  ! 
My  sea,  and  my  shore,  and  all  beside! 

Light,  oh  light  that  art  by  showing ; 

Wind,  oh  wind  that  liv'st  by  motion  ; 
Thought,  oh  thought  that  art  by  knowing  ; 

Will,  that  art  born  in  self-devotion! 
Love  is  you,  though  not  all  of  you  know  it  ; 
Ye  are  not  love,  yet  ye  always  show  it ! 

Faithful  creator,  heart-longed-for  father, 
Home  of  our  heart-infolded  brother, 

Home  to  thee  all  thy  glories  gather — 
All  are  thy  love,  and  there  is  no  other ! 

0  Love-at-rest ;  we  loves  that  roam — 

Home  unto  thee,  we  are  coming  home! 


THE    END. 
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RACTERIA.  — A    SYNOPSIS    OF    THE    BACTERIA   AND    YEAST 

"   FUNGI  AND  ALLIED   SPECIES.    By  W.  B.  Grove,  B.A.     With  87  Illustrations 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  


BARDSLEY  (REV.  C.  W.),  WORKS  BY. 

ENGLISH  SURNAMES:  Their  Sources  and  Significations.     Cr.  8vo.  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
CURIOSITIES    OF    PURITAN    NOMENCLATURE.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  Os. 


BARING  GOULD  (S.,  Author  of  "John  Herring,"  &c),  NOVELS  BY 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gel.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tit*,  each 
RED  SPIDER.  I    EYE 


BARRETT  (FRANK,  Author  of  "  Lady  Biddy  Fane,")  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2a.  each  ;  cloth,  2«.  G«I.  each. 


FETTERED   FOR   LIFE. 

THE  SIN  OF  OLGA  ZASSOULICH. 

BETWEEN  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 

FOLLY  MORRISON.  |  HONEST  DAYIE. 

LIEUT.  BARNABAS. 

LITTLE  LADY  LINTON. 


A  PRODIGAL'S  PROGRESS. 

JOHN  FORD;  and  HIS  HELPMATE. 

A  RECOILING  VENGEANCE. 

FOUND  GUILTY. 

FOR  LOYE  AND  HONOUR. 


BEACONSFIELD,  LORD:    A  Biography.     By  T.  P.  O'Connor,  M.P 

Sixth  Edition,  with  an  Introduction.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 


BEAUCHAMP.— GRANTLEY    GRANGE:    A    Novel.      By    Shelsle 

Beauchamp.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


BEAUTIFUL  PICTURES   BY   BRITISH   ARTISTS :    A  Gathering 

Favourites  from  our  Picture  Galleries,  beautifully  engraved  on  Steel.    With  Notice 
of  the  Artists  by  Sydney  Armytage.  M.A.    Imperial  jto.  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  21* 

BECHSTEINT^AS^PRETTY  AS~SEVEN,  and  other  German  Stories 

Collected  by  Ludwig  Bechstein.     With   Additional  Tales  by  the  Brothers  Grimv 
andq8  Illustrations  bv  Richter.   Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Gs.  6d.;  gj It  edges,  7s.  G<!| 

BEERBOHM.—  WTNDERlMSTrTPATAGONIA ;  or,  Life  among  th 

Ostrich  Hunters.     By  Julius  Beerbqhm.     With  Musts.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.  extra,  3s.  <><!. 

BENNETT    (W.   C,   LL.D.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  cloth  Ump.  2s.  each 
A   BALLAD  HISTORY  OF   ENGLAND.    I  SONGS   FOR   SAILORS. 

BESANT  (WALTER),  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  Svo.  cl.  ex..  3s.  G«l.  each  ;  post  8vo.  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  6H.  each. 
ALL  SORTS  AND  CONDITIONS  OF  MEN.  With  Illustrations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
THE  CAPTAINS'  ROOM,  &c.  With  Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wheeler. 
ALL  IN  A  GARDEN  FAIR.  With  6  Illustrations  by  Harry  Furniss. 
DOROTHY  FORSTER.  With  Frontispiece  by  Charles  Green. 
UNCLE  JACK,  and  other  Stories.  |  CHILDREN  OF  GIBEON. 

THE  WORLD  WENT  VERY  WELL  THEN.  With  12  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestiei 
HERR  PAULUS:  His  Rise,  his  Greatness,  and  his  Fall. 

FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM.     With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  F.  Waddi 
TO  CALL  HER  MINE.  &c.     With  9  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
THE  BELL  OF  ST.  PAUL'S. 

THE  HOLY  ROSE.&c.    With  Frontispiece  bvF.  Barnard. 
ARMOREL  OF  LYONESSE:  A  Romance  of  To-day.  With  12  Musts,  by  F.  Barnard 
ST.  KATHERINE'S  BY  THE  TOWER.    JWith  12  page  Illustrations  by  C.  Green. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  '.in.  «>d.  each. 
VERBENA  CAMELLIA  STEPHANOTIS,  &c.     Frontispiece  by  Gordon  Browne. 

THE  IVORY  GATE:  A  Novel. ___ [S/ior//j 

FIFTY  YEARS  AGO.    With  144  Plates  and  Woodcuts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  5» 

THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    With  Portrait.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  Ga 

THE  AFT  Of  FICTION.    Demy  8vo,  Is. 

LONDON.     With  124  Musirations.     Demy  Pvo,  cloth  extra,  IS*. 

THE  REBEL  QUEEN  :  A  Novel.    T¥ree  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  [Short!) 


CHATTO    &   WINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY. 


BESANT  (WALTER)  AND  JAMES  RICE,   NOVELS  BY, 

Ci.  Mvo,  cl.  ex..  3s.  Oil.  each  :  post  8  vo,  ill  us  t.  bds.,  2s.  each:  cl.  limp,  2s.  Otl.  each. 
READY-MONEY  MORTIBOY.  BY   CELIA'S  ARBOUR. 


MY   LITTLE  GIRL. 
WITH  HARP  AND   CROWN. 
THIS  SON   OF  VULCAN. 
THE  GOLDEN   BUTTERFLY. 
THE   MONKS  OF  THELEMA. 


THE   CHAPLAIN    OF  THE    FLEET. 
THE   SEAMY   SIDE. 
THE  CASE   OF   MR.   LUCRAFT,   &c. 
'TWAS    IN   TRAFALGAR'S   BAY,   A.c. 
THE   TEN    YEARS'   TENANT,   &c 


V  There  is  also  a  LIBRARY  EDITION  of  the  above  Twelve  Volumes,  handsomely 
set  in  new  type,  on  a  large  crown  8vo  page,  and  bound  In  cloth  extra,  G*.  each. 

BEWICK  (THOMAS)  AND  HTS~PUPILS.     By  Austin  Dobson.     With 

95  Illustrations.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

BIERCE.— IN  THE  MIDST  OF  LIFE  :  Tales  of  Soldiers  and  Civilians, 

By  Ambrose  Bierce.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

BLACKBURNtSTHENRY)  ARf"HANDB"OOKSr~ 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  separate  years,  from  1875-1887,  1889-1893,  each  Is. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1893.     With  Illustrations.     Is. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1873  79.    Complete  in  One  Vol.,  with  Coo  Tllusts.    Cloth  limp,  Os. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1880-84.  Complete  in  One  Vol.  with  7oolllusts.    Cloth  limp,  Os. 

GROSVENOR  NOTES,  1877.    6d. 

GROSVENOR  NOTES,  separate  vears,  from  1878  to  1890,  each  Is. 

GROSVENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82.    With  300  Illusts.   Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp.O*. 

GROSVENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  1 1.,  1883-87.   With  300  Illusts.   Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Os. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1888-1892.     With  numerous  Illustrations,  each  Is. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1893.     With  Illustrations.    Is. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  Vol.  I.,  1888  1892.    With  250  Illusts.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  Os. 

ENGLISH  PICTURES  AT  THE   NATIONAL  GALLERY.     114  Illustrations.     Is. 

OLD  MASTERS  AT  THE   NATIONAL  GALLERY.     128  Illustrations.     Is.  Ofl. 

ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE  TO  THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY.    242  Illusts.  cl.,  3s. 

THE  PARIS  SALON,  1893.     With  Facsimile  "Sketches.    3s. 

THE  PARIS  SOCIETY  OF  FINE  ARTS,  1893.  With  Sketches.  3s.  Cd.       \_Shortly. 

BLAKE  (WILLIAM)  :  India-proof  Etchings  from  his  Works  by  William 
Bell  Scott.     With  descriptive  Text.     Folio,  halt-bound  boards,  tils. 

BLIND  (MATHILDE).  Poems  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s7  each. 
THE  ASCENT  OF  MAN. 

DRAMAS  IN  MINIATURE.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Ford  Madox  Brown. 
SONGS  AND  SONNETS.    Fcap.  8vo,  vellum  and  geld. 

BOURNE  (H.  R.  FOX),  WORKS  BY. 

ENGLISH  MERCHANTS  :  Memoirs  in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British  Com- 
merce.    With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Ofl. 

ENGLISH  NEWSPAPERS:  The  Historv  of  Journalism.  Two  Vols,  demy  Svo,  cl.,  25s. 

THE  OTHER  SIDE  OF  THE  EMIN  PASHA  RELIEF  EXPEDITION.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  Os. 

BO WERS^LEAVES  FROM  A  HUNTING  JOURNAL.      By  George 

Bowers.     Oblong  folio,  half-bound.  31s. 

BOYLE  (FREDERICK),    WORKS   BY.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 

CHRONICLES  OF  NO-MANMJ  LAND.    |  CAMP   NOTES. 

SAVAGE  LIFE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gel.;  post  8vn.  picture  boards,  2s. 

BRANDvS^SEWaTI0NX1)N~P01^^^ 

illustrating  the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.     With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis,  and  illustrations.  Or,  Hvo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  Ofl. 

BREWER~(REvT"DR.),  W0RKS~BY7~ 

the  reader's  handbook  of  allusions,  references,  plot3,  and 

STORIES.     Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  f*vn,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Of  I. 
AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES:   Being  the  Appendices  to 

"The  Reader's    Handbook,"  separately  printed.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 
A  DICTIONARY   OF    MIRACLES.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  Ofl. 

BREWSTER  (SIR   DAVID),  WORKS   BY.      Post  8vo  cl.  ex.  4s.  Ofl.  each. 
LORE  WORLDS  THAN  ONE:  Creed  of  Philosopher  and  Hope  of  Christian.  Plate-,. 
THE  MARTYRS  OF  SCIENCE:  Galilko.Tycho  Brahe,  and  Kepler.  With  Portraits. 
LETTERS  ON  NATURAL  MAGIC.    With  numerous  Illustrations.^ 

BRILLAT^SAVARIN.-GASTRONOMY  AS  A  FINE  ART.  b7b¥il~lat. 

Savarjn.    Translated  by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3s. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


ii 


BRET  HARTE,  WORKS  BY.  = 

LIBRARY  EDITION.     In  Seven  Volumes,  crown  8vc,  cloth  extra,  Gs.  each. 
BRET  HARTE'S  COLLECTED  WORKS.    Arranged  and  Revised  by  the  Author. 
Vol.     I.  Complete  Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works.    With  Steel  Portrait. 
Vol.    II.  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp— Bohemian  Papers— American  Legends. 
Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts — Eastern  Sketches. 
Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.    |    Vol.  V.  Stories— Condensed  Novels,  &c. 
Vol.  VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 
Vol.VII.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II.    With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.A.  | 

THE  SELECT  WORKS  OF  BRET  HARTE,  in  Prose  and  Poetry     With  Introductory 

Essav  by  J.  M.  Bellew,  Portrait  of  Author,  and  50  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  Gd. 

BRET  HARTE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Hand-made  paper  ftbuckram.  Cr.8vo,  4s.0d. 

THE  QUEEN    OF    THE    PIRATE    ISLE.     With  28  original  Drawings  by  Kate 

Greenaway,  reproduced  in  Colours  by  Edmund  Evans.    Small  4to,  cloth,  5s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each. 
A   WAIF  OF  THE   PLAINS.     With  60  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN   GATE.    With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wnon 
A  SAPPHO  OF  GREEN  SPRINGS,  &c.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  Hums  Nisbet 
COLONEL    STARBOTTLE'S   CLIENT,  AND   SOME    OTHER   PEOPLE.      With  a 

Frontispiece  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
SUSY:  A  Novel.     With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  J.  A.  Christie. 
SALLY  DOWS,  &c.    With  47  Illustrations  by  W.  D.  Almond,  &c. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
GABRIEL  CONROY.  !    THE  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP,  &c. 

AN  HEIRESS  OF  RED  DOG,  &c.        J    CALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gil.  each. 

FLIP.  I         MARUJA. 1      A  PHYLLIS  OF  THE   SIERRAS. 

Fcap.  8vo.  picture  cover,  Is.  each. 
THE  TWINS  OF  TABLE  MOUNTAIN.    I      JEFF  BRIGGS'S  LOYE  STORY. 
SNOW  BOUND  AT  EAGLE'S. 


BRYDGES.- UNCLE  SAM  AT  HOME.     By  Harold  Brydges.    Post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Oil. 

BUCHANAN'S    (ROBERT)    WORKS.      Crown  8~vo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  each. 

SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalzikl 

THE   EARTHQUAKE  ;  or,  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 

THE  CITY  OF  DREAM:  An  Epic  Poem.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  Macnab. 

THE  WANDERING  JEW:  A  Christmas  Carol.     Second  Edition. 

THE  OUTCAST  :  A  Rhyme  for  the  Time.     With  15  Illustrations  by  Rudolf  Blind, 

Peter  Macnab,  and  Hume  Nisbet.    Small  demv  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 
ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Oil. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


THE   SHADOW   OF  THE   SWORD. 

A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.   Frontispiece. 

GOD  AND  THE  MAN.  With  n  Illus- 
trations by  Fred.  Barnard. 

THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELINE. 
With  Frontispiece  by  A.  VV.  Cooper. 


LOVE  ME   FOREVER.    Frontispiece. 
ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOVE  MANOR. 
THE   NEW  ABELARD. 

MATT  :  A  Storv  of  a  Caravan.     Front. 
THE  MASTER'  OF  THE  MINE.    Front. 
THE   HEIR  OF  LINNE. 


BURTON  (CAPTAIN).  — THE    BOOK    OF    THE    SWORD:   Being  a 

History  ot  the  Sword   and  its   L'sa  in   all  Countries,  from  the  Earikst  Times.     By 
Richard  F.  Burton.     With  over  400  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra.  32s. 

BURTON  (ROBERTy- 

THE  ANATOMY    OF    MELANCHOLY:    A  New  Edition,  with  translations    of  the 

Classical  Extract?.     Demv  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Vs.  Oil. 
MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED    Being  an  Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Burton's 

Anatomy  of  Melancholy.     Post  8vo, cloth  limp.  2s.  Gil. 

Q AINE    (T.    HALL),    NOVELS    BY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd.  each. 
SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.    |    A  SON  OF  HAGAR^       |    THE  DEEMSTER. 

CAMERON    (COMMANDER).— THE    CRUISE    OF     THE"  "BLACK 

PRINCE"  PRIVATEER.    By  V.  Lovett  Cameron,  R.N.,  C.B.    With  Two  Illustra- 
tions by  P.  Macnab.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  .■>*.;  postSvo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

CAMERON  (MRS.  H.  LOVETT),  NOVELS  BTTiv^t svo, iHust. bds.^eadL 

JULIET'S  GUARDIAN.  |    DECEIYERS  EVER, 


CHATTO    8c   WINDUS,    214,    PICCADILLY. 


SARLYLE  (THOMAS)   ON   THE   CHOICE  OF   BOOKS.      With    Life 

l  v  K.  H.  Shkpherd,  and  Three  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Is.  <>il. 
CORRESPONDENCE  OF  THOMAS  CARLYLE  AND  R.  W.  EMERSON,  1834  to  1872. 
Edited  by  C.  E.  Norton.     With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  3  is. 

CARLYLE  (JANE  WELSH),  LIFEOF.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland. 
With  Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Oil. 

■SPMAlTS  (GEORGE}  WORKS.   Vol.- 1,  contains  the  Plays  complete, 

including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II.,  the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an 
Introductory  Essay  by  Algernon  Charles  Swindurne.  Vol.  III.,  the  Translations 
of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <>*.  each. 

■ATTO  AND  JACKSON.— A  TREATISE  ON  WOOD  ENGRAVING, 

Historical  and  Practical.  By  William  Andrew  Chatto  and  John  Jackson.  With 
an  Additional  Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn,  and  450  tine  Illusts.  Large  4t0.hf.-bd.,  38s. 

JHAUCER  FOR" CHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis. 

With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  DemySvo.  cloth  limp,  3s.  61I. 

CLARE.— FOR  THE   LOVE   OF   A   LASS :   A  tale  of  Tynedale~By 
Austin  Clare.     Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  3s. ;  clolh  limp,  3s.  Oil. 

3LIVE    (MRS:    ARCHER),    NOVELS    BY.    Post  tTO,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 
PAUL  FERROLL. |      WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD.— MYTHS    AND    DREAMS.      By   Edward    Clodd,   F.R.A.S. 

Second  Edition,  Revised.    Crown  Kvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <»i!. 

COB  rTANH^TlWACLARENT,  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  CURE  OF  SOULS.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
THE  RED  SULTAN.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. [Shortly. 

COLEttANlJOHN),  WORKS  BY. 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAVE  KNOWN.  Two  Vols  ,  8vo,  cloth,  34s. 
CURLY|  An  Actor's  Story.  With  21  Illusts.  by  J.  C.  Dqllman.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Is.  ««!. 

COLERIDGE. -THE  SEVEN  SLEEPERS  OF  EPHESUS.     By  M.  E. 

Coleridge.     Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  (id. 

I  C^LINSTCT^LI^TON^THE  BAR  SINISTER.     Post  8vo,  2s." 


COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),   NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Oil.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.      |      BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION.     |      YOU  PLAY  ME  FALSE.      |      A  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 
8WEET  ANNE  PAGE.  |  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE.  [  SWEET  &  TWENTY.  |  FRANCES 

COLLINS  (WTLKIE),   NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  8vo.  cl.  ex.,  3s.  C«l.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  3s.  each  ;  c'.  limp,  3s.  litl.  each. 
ANTONINA.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
BASIL.     Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
HIDE  AND   SEEK.     Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  RA.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
AFTER   DARK.     Illustrations  by  A.  B.  Houghton.  |    THE  TWO   DESTINIES. 
THE   DEAD   SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
QUEEN   OF  HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.    With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R.A. ,  and  F.  A.  FRAsr  r. 
NO  NAME.     With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooier. 
MY   MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.     With  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE   MOONSTONE.     With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MAN   AND   WIFE.    With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.     Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurikr  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR   MRS.?    With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A. R.A. 
THE   NEW   MAGDALEN.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 
THE  FROZEN   DEEP.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.     Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Sidney  Hall. 
THE   HAUNTED  HOTEL.    Illustrated  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 
THE   FALLEN   LEAVES.    I    HEART  AND   SCIENCE.  I  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER.        "I   SAY  NO."  LITTLE   HOVELS. 

THE   BLACK  ROBE.  |    A  ROGUE'S  LIFE.  |  THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIII. 

BLIND   LOVE.      With  Preface  by  Walter  Bssant,  and  Illusts.  bv  A.  FoRBSI  n  b. 

COLLINS  (JOHN  CHURTON,  M.A.),  BOOKS  BY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «s. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT  ;  A  Biographical  and  Critical  Study.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Ha.  [Shortly 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


COLMAN'S  HUMOROUS  WORKS:  -Broad  Grins,"  "My  Nightgowi 
and  Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works  of  George  Colman.  With  Lile  b' 
G.  B.  Bucks-tone,  and   Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6<l 


COLMORE.-A  VALLEY  OF  SHADOWS.      By  G.  Colmore,  Auiho: 

of  "A  Conspiracy  of  silence."     Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


COLQUHOUN.-EVERY    INCH    A    SOLDIER :  A  Novel.      By  M.  J 

Colquhoun.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  board1;,  2s. 


CONVALESCENT  COOKERY:   A  Family  Handbook.     By  Catherini 

Ry*n.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  Gd.  


CONWAY  (MONCURE  D.),  WORKS  BY. 

DEMONOLOGY   AND   DEVIL-LORE.    65  Illustrations.    Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth  2H« 
A  NECKLACE  OF  STORIES.     25  lllusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessv.     Sq.  8vo,  cloth,  Us, 
PINE    AND   PALM:  A   Novel.     Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21*. 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OF  CIVILITY.   Fcap.Svo,  Jap,  vellum,  2a.  Od 

COOK  (DUTTON),  NOVELS  BY. 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,illust.  boards, 2s 
LEO.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 


£ 


COOPER  (EDWARD   H  )-GEOFFORY_HAJVIlLTON._Two  Vols1_ 
CORNWALL.— POPULAR   ROMANCES   OF   THE  WEST  OF  ENG 

LAND  ;    or,  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.    Collectei 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-plates  bv  Geo. Cruikshank.  Cr.  8vo  cl.,7n.  Q«l 

COTEST^TWO ^iRLSl)irA"BARGEr_By-vr  Cecil  Cotes.     WiU 

44  Illustrations  bv  F.  H.  Townsend.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 

CRADDOCK.-THE_PROPTITT~01^HX^REM,_SMOKY  moun 

TAINS.  By  Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  6 

CRIM.— ADVENTURES  OF  A  FAIR  REBEL.   By~MATT  Crim.  Wjj 

a  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  beards,  2s, 

CR0KER_(B.M.),   NOVELS   BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  eachTlpo^ 
8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2*.  each ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  <id.  each. 
PRETTY  MISS  NEVILLE.  DIANA  BARRINGTON. 

A  BIRD  OF  PASSAGE.       |      PROPER  PRIDE. 

A  FAMILY  LIKENESS.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


I 


CRUIKSHANK'S  COMIC  ALMANACK.  Complete  in  Two  Series 
The  First  from  1835  to  1843;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  o 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  May  hew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik 
shank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  Gd.  each. 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  8i 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  fs.  Od. 

CUMMTNG'CCrFrGORDONyrWORTKS  BY.      Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  g».  Od.  each 
IN   THE  HEBRIDES.     With  Autotype  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations. 
IN   THE   HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  42  Illustrations. 
TWO  HAPPY  YEARS  IN  CEYLON.    With  28  Illustrations. 
VIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.  _\Vith  Photogravure  Frontis.    Demy  8vo.  cl.,7s.  (id 

CUSSANS.—' A  HANDBOOK~OF~HER'ALDRY;    with    Instructions    fo 

Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.    By  John  E.  Cussans.    Wit! 
408  Woodcuts  and  2  Coloured  Plates.   New  edition,  revised,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  (is. 

CYPLES(W7)— HEARTSof^OLD.  Cr . 8vo, cl. ,3s^6d. ;  post Sv^.bds '.",2s 
T)ANIEL.-MERRTE"  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME.   By  Geor.  ,  1 

*~^     Daniel.  With  lllustrationsby  Robert  Cruikshank.   Crown  K-o.  cloth  extra.  3*.  Gil 


DAUDET.—  THE   EVANGELIST;    or,   Port   Salvation.      By   Alphonsi 
Daudet.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra   3s.  (id. ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

DAVENANT7^HINTS^F0R"P"ARENTS1)N^HFCH0ICE1)F~A"PR0 

FESSION  FOR  THEIR  SONS.     By  F.  Davenant,  M.A.    Post  8vo.  Is.;  cl.,  Is.  (id 


DAVIES  (DR.  N.  E.  YORKE-),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  Is.  ea<-h:   cloth  limp.  Is.  (id.  each 
ONE   THOUSAND  MEDICAL   MAXIMS  AND   SURGICAL  HINTS. 
NURSERY   HINTS:   A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
FOODS   FOR   THE   FAT:    A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cura. 
AIDS  TO  LONG   LIFE.    Crown  bvo,  2s.;  cl6ThTimp,2s.  (id. 


CHATTO   &c    WINDUS,     214,    PICCADILLY. 


DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  for  the  first 

time  Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.     Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards.  12s. 

DAWSON.— THE    FOUNTAIN   OF  YOUTH:    A  Novel  of  Adventure. 

By  Erasmus  Dawson,  M.B.     Edited  by  Paul  Devon.     With  Two  Illustrations  by 
Hume  Nisbet.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3m.  (id.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

DE  GUERIN^THETdURNAL~bF MAURICE  DE  GUERIN.    Edited 

by  G.  S.  Trebutien.     With   a   Memoir   by  Sainte-Beuve.      Translated   from  the 

120th  French  Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothingham.  Fcap,  8vo,  half-bound,  2s.  (id. 
DE  MAISTRE.— A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM.     By  Xavier  de 

Maistre.    Translated  by  Henry  Attwei.l.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  (id. 

DE   MILLE.— A  ^CASTLE  IN~SPAIN.     By  James  De  Mille.     With  a 

Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Its.  (id.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

[  DERBY  (THE).— THE  bIuE~RIBB0N1)F  THEWrf":  A  Chronicle 

of  the  Race  for  The  Derby,  from  Diomed  to  Dmovan.     With  Brief  Accounts  of 
The  Oaks.     By  Louis  Henry  Curzon     Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  (id. 

I  DERWENT^LEITH),  NOVELS  BY.  Cr.8vo,cl.,  Ss.Gd.  ea.;  post  8TO,bds.,!ta.ea. 
OUR  LADY   OF  TEARS. |    CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),   NOVELS  BY.      Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

SKETCHES  BY   BOZ.  I    NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS. |_OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OF  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1S70.  With  a  New  Bibliography. 
Edited  by  Richard  Herne  Shepherd.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  (is. — Also  a 
Smaller  Edition,  in  the  Mavfair  Library,  post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  <>«l. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.  By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustrations 
by  C.  A.  Vanderhqof,  Alfred  Kimmer,  and  others.   Sq.  8vo.  cloth  extra.  7s.  Od. 


DICTIONARIES. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the  Rev. 
E.  C   Brewer,  LL.  D.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  (id. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  With  an  English  Bibliography 
Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  Rvo,  cloth  extra.  7m.  (id. 

AUTHORS   AND   THEIR    WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2a. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.     Bv  Samuel  A.  Bent,  A.M.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7m.  (id. 

SLANG  DICTIONARY  :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s.  Od. 

WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Dictionary.   By  F.  Hays.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  5s. 

WORDS,  FACTS,  AND  PHRASES:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-01- 
the-Way  Matters.     By  Eliezer  Edwards.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7m.  (id. 

DIDEROT.— THE  PARADOX  OF  "ACTING.     Translated,  with  Annota- 

tions.from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le  Coined ien,"  by  Walter  Herries  Pollock. 
With  a  Preface  by  Henry  Irving.     Crown  8vo,  parchment.  4s.  (id. 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORKS"  BY. 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustrations.     Square  8vo,  cloth,  (is. 

FOUR    FRENCHWOMEN.     Fcap.  Svo,  hf.-roxburghe,  with  a  Portrait,  2s.  (id 

A,<:o,  a  Library  Eriiion.  with  4  Portraits,  crown  bvo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  (is. 
EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY  VIGNETTES.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  (is. 

DOBSON  (W.   T.)-POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICS 

TIES.     Fost  Svo,  cloth  limp.  2s.  (id. 

DONOVAN  (DICK),   DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Post  ^vo   illustrated  boards,  2s.  each:  cloth  limp,  '2s.  (id.  each. 


THE  MAN-HUNTER.  |    WANTED  I 

CAUGHT   AT   LAST! 

TRACKED   AND  TAKEN. 

WHO  POISONED  HETTY  DUNCAN? 


A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 
IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE  LAW. 
FROM  INFORMATION  RECEIVED. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  '.in.  (id.  each  ;  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
THE  MAN   FROM  MANCHESTER.    With  23  Illustrations. 
TRACKED  TO  DOOM.     With  6  full-pige  Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browne. 


DOYLE  (CONAN).-THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLESTONE.     By  A.  Conas 

Doyle,  Author  of  "  Micah  Clarke."    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Js.  (id. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


DRAMATISTS,    THE    OLD.    With  Vignette  Portraits.  Cr.8vo.cl. ex.,  G».  per  Vol 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford.     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.    J  hree  Vois. 

CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  11.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.   From  Giffqrd's  Text.    Edit  by  CoI.Cunningham.  OneVol. 

DUNCAN~(SARA  JE ANNETTE),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7*.  tit\.  each. 
A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our- 
selves.    With  in  Illustrations  bv  F.  II.  Townsend. 
AN   AMERICAN   GIRL   IN   LONDON.     With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  II.  Townscmi, 
THE  SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEMSAHIB.    Numerous  Illusts.  [Pupaiiug. 

DYER.— THE  "FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS.    By  Rev.  T.  ~F.  Thiselton 

Over,  M.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  fi». 

T7ARLY ISNGLISH   POETS.     Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota- 
*"*       tions,  bv  Rev.  A.B.Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  t>«.  per  Volume. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.    One  Vol. 

DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 

HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE  COLLECTED   POEMS.    Three  Vols. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)   COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  Vols, I 

EDGCUMBE.— ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River  Plate. 
By  E.  R.  Pearce  Edgcumbe.     With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloih  extra.  •V«. 

EDWARDES  (MRS.  ANNIE),  NOVELS  BY: 

A  POINT  OF   HONOUR.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2*. 

ARCHIE   LOVELL.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ',%<*.  <><!.  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  board-,  "i*._ 

EDWARDS    (ELIEZER).— WORDS,    FACTS,    AND    PHRASES :    A 

Dictionary  ol  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-oi-the-Way  Matters.    By  Eliezer  Edwards. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ts.  titl. ^ 

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '■£». ;  cloth  limp,  Is-,  fill. 
FELICIA.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '.2s. 


EGERTON.-SUSSEX  FOLK  &  SUSSEX  WAYS.  By  Kev.J.  C.Egertos.  | 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  Wace,  and  4  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  .jS". 

EGGLESTON  (E^WARD)T^R0XY7a  N^lT"Po578vo7iilusrbds. ,2s. 

ENGLISHMAN'S  HOUSE,  THE  :  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House;  with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  J. 
Richardson.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  Illusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7*.  fid. 

EWALD  (ALEXTTHARLES,  F.-STa.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE   LIFE  AND  TIMES    OF    PRINCE    CHARLES    STUART,    Count   of  Albany 

(The  Young  Pretender).    With  a  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fid. 
STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.     With  an  Autotype.   Crown  Svo,  cloth. «« 

EYES,  OUR  :  How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  By 
John  Browning.  F.R. A. S.     With  70  Illusts.     Eighteenth  Thousand.  Crown  8vo,  l««. 

pAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF~^EATlMEN.~^y  s"a7iu7l  Arthi  r 

Bent,  A.M.     Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7h.  fid. 

FARADAY  (MICHAEL),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4 «..  Gil.  each. 
THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lecturesdelivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience.  Edited  by  William  Crookes.  F.C.S.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
ON    THE    VARIOUS    FORCES    OF    NATURE,    AND    THEIR     RELATIONS    TO 

EACH  OTHER.    Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations. 

FARRER  (J.   ANSON),   WORKS' BY. 

MILITARY   MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  fi«. 

WAR:  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  "  Military  Manners."     Cr.  Svo.  1». ;  cl.,  1«.  fid. 

FENN  (G.  MANVILLE),  NOVETs^BYT- 

THE  NEW  MISTRESS.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  :{«.  61I.;  post  Svo,  UhlSt.  toa'ds   2«. 
WITNESS  TO  THE  DEED.    Three  Vo's.,  crown  Svo. 


CHATTO    &    WINDUS,    214,    PICCADILLY. 


IIN-BEC— THET  t'Uf  JtsuAttu  r  AfJttKS :  ODit.,.(;nns  on  the  Art  0f 

Living  and  Dining.     By  Fin-Bec.     Pest  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2m.  Oil. 

I IR EWORKS,  THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKINGT^  The  pyr°- 

echnist's  Treasury.     By  Thomas  Kentish.   With  267  Illustration?.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  5». 

ITZGERALD  (PERCY,  M.A.,  F.S.A.),~WORKS~BY. 

THE   WORLD   BEHIND  THE   SCENES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .'5m.  6c!. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  from  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.     Post  8vo,  cl.,  2m.  6<1. 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  [ourney  through  Fiance  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.  jto.  Im. 
FATAL  ZERO.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  :{m.  Cri. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2m. 

Post  8vo  illustrgted  boards,  2m.  each. 
BELLA  DONNA.  I  LADY  OF  BRANTOME.  I  THE   SECOND  MRS.  TIITXOTSON. 
POLLY.  I  NEVER  FORGOTTEN.    [SEVENTY-FIVE  BROOKE  STREET. 

LIFE   OF  JAMES  BOSWELL  (Of  Aachlllleck;.    With  an  Account  of  his  Sayings, 
Doings,  and  Writings;  and  Four  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  2-1*. 

"LAMMARION.— URANIA  :  A  Romance.  By  Camille  Flammarion. 
Translated  by  Augusta  Rice  Stetson.  Willi  S7  Illustrations  by  De  Bieler, 
Myrdach,  and  Gambakd.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5m. 

■LETCHER'STgTLES,  B.D.)  COMPLETE  POEMS  :  Christ's  VictoTie 

in  Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on   Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  <>s. 

?lUDYER  (HARRYr  AT  CAMBRIDGE  :  Aperies  of  Family~Letters. 
Post  Svo,  picture  cover,  1m.  ;  cloth  limp,  1m.  (id. 


[FONBLANQUE (ALBANY). -FILTHY  LUCRE.  PostSvo.illust.  bds.,  2s. 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Us.  <»«1.  each:   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2m.  each. 
ONE   BY  ONE.  |  QUEEN  COPHETUA.  |  A   REAL  QUEEN.  |  KING   OR   KNAVE? 
OLYMPIA.  Post8vo.illust.bdsT,  2m." |  ESTHER'S  GLOVE.  Fcap. Svo, pict. cover.  Is, 
ROMANCES  OF  THE   LAW.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Gs. ;  post  Svo,  Must,  boards,  2*. 
_  ROPES  OF  SAND.    3  vols.,  crown  8vo. 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),   NOVELS  BY. 

SETH'S  BROTHER'S  WIFE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2m. 

THE   LAWTON  GIRL.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  Os.  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


FRENCH  LITERATURE,   A  HISTORY  OF.     By  Henry  Van  Laun. 

Three  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  boards,  7m.  Oil.  each. 


FRERE.— PANDURANG  HARI ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.     With  Pre- 
face by  Sir  Bartle  Frere.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Jt«.  <»«!. ;  post  8vo,  illnst.  bds.,  2m. 

FRISWELL(HAIN).— ONE  OF  TWO :  A  Novel.  Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

FROST  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gil.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.  I  LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
THE   OLD   SHOWMEN   AND   THE   OLD   LONDON   FAIRS. 


FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Showing  their  Name,  Date  of  Foundation,  Objects,  Income,  Oiiicials,  &c.  Edited 
by  John  Lane.    Published  Annually.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  1m.  (ill. 

GARDENING  BOOKS.      Post  8vo.  Is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6<1.  each. 
u    A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE:  Practical  Advice  as  to  the 
Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.     By  George  Glenny. 
HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    By  Tom  and  Jane  Jerrold.     Illustrated. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN:  The  Plants  we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.    By 

Tom  Jerrold.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  Oil. 
MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT  I  GREW  THERE.    By  Francis  G.  Heath 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  ednes.  <»*. 

GARRETT.— THE   CAPEL  GIRLS:  A  Novel.     By  Edward  Garrett! 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  JJm.  G<l. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2m. 

GEN TLEMAN'S    MAGAZINE,   THE.      Is.    Monthly.    In    addition  to 

Articles  upon  subjects  in  Literature,  Science,  and  Art,  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Syl- 
van us  Urban,  and"  PAGES  ON  PLAYS  "  by  Justin  II.  McCarthy,  appear  monthly. 
*t*Boun.l  Volumes  for  recent  years  kept  in  stock,  Ss,  <>«!.  each;  Cases  for  binding,  2s. 
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G^NTI  FMAN'S  ANNUAL,  THE.  FniDtisnea  Annually  in  November,  i. 
ti.„  .oyl  Ainual,  written  by  T.  W.  Speight,  is  entitled  "THE  LOUDWATK 
TRAGEDY." 


GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.  Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grim 
and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  With  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22  Ste 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.     Square  8vo.  cloth,  (is.  (id. ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  (it 


I 


GIBBON  (CHARLES),   NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  rivo.  cloth  extra,  its.  (id.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Ua.  each. 
ROBIN  GRAY.  |  LOVING  A  DREAM.    I    THE   GOLDEN   SHAFT. 
THE   FLOWER  OF  THE   FOREST.      |    OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  Us.  each. 


THE   DEAD  HEART. 

FOR   LACK  OF   GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD   SAY? 

FOR  THE  KING.  |   A   HARD   KNOT. 

QUEEN  OF  THE   MEADOW. 

IN   PASTURES  GREEN. 


IN  LOVE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 

BY  MEAD  AND  STREAM. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

FANCY  FREE.  |  IN  HONOUR  BOUN 

HEART'S  DELIGHT.  |  BLOOD-MONE 


GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE). -SENTENCED!    Cr.  8vo,  is. ;  cl„  Is.  6d 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each 
DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS.  I    JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 

THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN.    ] 


GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.     Two  Series,  2s.  6d.  each 

The  First  Series  contains:  The  Wicked  World — Pygmalion  and  Galatea—: 
Charity — The  Princess — The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series:  Broken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — Gretchen — Dan'; 
Druce — Tom  Cobb — H.M.S.  •'  Pinafore" — The  Sorcerer — Pirates  of  Penzance; 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing} 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance — Iolanthe — Patience- 
Princess  Ida — The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.      Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Us.  (id. 

THE  "GILBERT  AND  SULLIYAN"  BIRTHDAY  BOOK:  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  trom  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A, 
Sullivan.     Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.     Royal  i6mo,  Jap.  leather,  Us.  (id. 


GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  its.  (id.  each  ;  post  tvo,  illustrated  boards,  Us.  each. 
THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.     With  2  Illusts. 
THE  FOSSICKER:  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.     Wiih  >  Illusts.  by  Hume  Nisqjnj 

GLENNY.-A  YEAR'S" WORXTN"" GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE: 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower.  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.     By  George  Glennv.     Post  8vo.  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  (id. 


GODWIN.-LIVES   OF  THE  NECROMANCERS.     By  William  God: 

win.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  Us. 

GOLDEN- TR EASURY"  OF~TfiOUGHT~THET_A^"Encyclopa2d1a  of 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  gilt,  7s.  (id. 

GOTOMTN^THE"FATE-OF""HERB ERT  WAY NE."~By  E.  J.  Good- 

man,  Author  of  "Too  Curious."     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Its.  (id. 

GOWINGT^FlVE  THOUSAND" MILES~IN  A  SLEDGE":  a  Midwintir 

lourney  Across   Siberii.     By  Lionel  F.  Gowing.     With  30  Illustrations  by  C.  J. 
Uren.  and  a  Man  by  E.  Wkller.     Large  crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  ^>s. 


GRAHAM.  — THE    PROFESSOR'S    WIFE:   A   Story      By   Leonard 

Graham.     Fear.  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is. 

GREEKSAND    ROMANS,     THE    LIFE    OF~THE,    described    from 

Antique  Monuments.     By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueeeek. 
With  545  Illustrations.     Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  (>d. 

GREENWOOD    (JAMES)7   WORKS    BY~  cTTfJv^'cl^h  extra,  :is7(id.  each" 
THE  WILDS  OF  LON DON. | LOW-LIFE  DEEPS.   _ 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY: 

NIKANOR.     Translated  by  Eliza   E.  Chase.      With  8  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  (is. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Us. 
A  NOBLE  WOMAN.    Crown  8vo.  clo^h  extra,  5s.  ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  Us. 

GRTFFlTH.— CORINTHIA   MARAZION  :    A  Novel.     By  Cecil  (J^f, 
j-ith.  Author  of  "  Victory  Dearie,"  &c.     Cro.vn  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Its.  (1:1. 
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JtllABBERTON  (JOHN,  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies"),  NOVELS   BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  till,  each. 


">P. 
BRUETON'S  BAYOU. 1    COUNTRY  LUCK. 

fHAIR,    THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.     Trans- 
lated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pincus.     Crown  8vo.  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  firf. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY.   Cr.  8vo,  ci.  ex  ,  Os.each 

NEW  SYMBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROW.  |      THE  SERPENT  FLAY. 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.    Small  4  to,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 


HALL.-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.     By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey,  and 
George  Cruikshank.     Medium  Svo.  cloth  extra.  7.x.  till. 

)  HAUJPAY  (ANDR.).-EVERY-DAY  PAPERS.  Tost  Svo,  bds.,  2s.~ 
HANDWRITING^  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.     With  over  100  Facsimtles 

and  Explanatory  Text.  By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2f>.  tiii. 

HANKY-PANKY  :    Easy  Tricks,    White   Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &cT 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  till. 

HXRDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).  -  PAUL  WYNTER'S  SACRIFICE.-^ 
HARDY    (THOMAS). -UNDER    THE    GREENWOOD    TREE.       By 

Thomas  Hardv,  Author  oi  "  Far  from  the  Madding  Crowd."     With  Portrait  and  15 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  till. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

HARPll'RT^THE  BRIGHTON  ROAD  :  Old  Times  and  New  on  a  Classic 
Highway.  By  Charles  G.  Harper.  With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  90  Illus- 
tiations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ifis. 

HARWOOD.-THE  TENTH'TSARL.     By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.  ~Posi 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

HAVVEISlMRST  H.~  R.)71^0RKS~BY.      Square  8vo,  clotlilitra,  tts.  each. 
THE   ART  OP  BEAUTY.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustiations. 
THE   ART  OF   DECORATION.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN.    With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 
THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  till. 
CHAUCER  FOR   SCHOOLS.    Demy  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  titl. 

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R.,M.A.).  -AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  Washington 

Irving,    Oliver  Wendell    Holmes,  James  Klsskll    Lowell,  Artemus   Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tic. 

HAWLEY  SMART.— WITHOUT  LOVE  ORLICENCE:  A  Novel.  "By 

Hawley  Smart.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  till.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HAWTHORNE.  —  OUR^OLDHOMR      By  Nathaniel  Hawthorhb. 

Annotated  With  Passages   from   the   Author's   Nbte-book,    and   Illustrated   with  31 
Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  15s. 

HAWTHORNE  (JUUAN~)~NOVELS  BY.  ~~ 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <»il.  each;  post  8vo, illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
GARTH.  I   ELLICE  QUENTIN.     I    BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  |        DUST. 

SEBASTIAN   STROME.  DAVID    POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOL.  I    THE  SPECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 

Tost  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

MISS  CADOGNA.  |      LOVE-OR  A  NAME. 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS.    Fcap.  8vo.  illustrated  cover.  Is. 

HEATH^MY   GARDEN  WILD,   AND   WHAT   I    GREW    THERE. 

Bv  Francis  Gkorgr  Heath.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  ev,tr;i,  gilt  edges,  ti*. 

HELPS    (SIR    ARTHUR),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  2a.  Oil.  each. 

ANIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS.    |      SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 

IVAN  D E  BIRON  :   A  Novel.  "  Cr."8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  tilt. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds..  2s. 
HENDERSON.— AGATHA   PAGE  :   A  Novel.      By  Isaac  Henderson. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  till. 

HEN TY^RUJUB.  THE  JUGGLER.     By  G.  A.  Henty.     Three  VoliT 

HERMAN.— A  LEADING    LADY.      By  Henry  Herman,  joint-Author 

of  "The  Bishops'  Bib'e.''    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  extra,  2s.  titl. 
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HERRICK'S    (ROBERT)    HESPERIDES,   NOBLE    NUMBERS,  AN  ffSEI 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  f| 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D. ;  Steel  Portrait,  &c.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  IS 


HERTZKA— FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation.      By  Dr.  Theodc 
Hertzka.     Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


il  ESSE- WARTEGG.— TUNIS  :  The  Land  and  the  People.    By  Chevali.  |R|$I 
Ernst  von  Hesse-Wartegg.     With  22  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6« 

HIlXT—  TREASON-FELONY  :XNo7el7By  John  HilLTTwo  VoTs~ 

I 

■ 

1 

Iff 

li 


HINDLEY  (CHARLES),   WORKS  BY. 

TAVERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  wit 

Coffee  Houses,  Clubs.  &c.    With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Oil. 
THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OFA  CHEAP  JACK.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex..  3s.  ■ 

HOEY.—  THE  LOVER'S  CREED.  By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  Post  8vo,| 


HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN).-NIAGARA  SPRAY.     Crown  Svo,  Is. 
HOLMES.— THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUCTION  AND  VOIC 

PRESERVATION.    By  Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.     Crown  8yo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  <><!. 

HOLMES l[0Ll7ER^VENDELL)r  WORKS  BY" 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordo 
Thomson.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  :3s.  Gd. — Another  Edition,  in  smaller  type,  wit 
an  Introduction  by  G.  A.  Sala.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE  and  THE  PROFESSOR  AT  TH. 
BREAKFAST-TABLE.     In  One  Vol.     Po? t  Svo^half- bound,  2s. 

HOOD'S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  IM 

of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9"s.  6<l. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.     With  S5  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  printed  o: 
laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

HOOD    (TOM).— FROM    NO^WHE^FTTO_^lLE^ORTTr"POLE :   i 

Noah's  Arkasological  Narrative.  ByToMHoon.  With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Bruntoi 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 


HOOK'S  (THEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUS  WORKS;  including  hi 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.     With  Lite   of  the  Author 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6«J. 


HOOPER.— THE    HOUSE    OF    RABY  :   A  Novel.     By  Mrs.   Geoegi 

Hooper.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  'is. 


HOPKINS.— '"TWIXT  LOVE  AND  DUTY:"  A  Novel.     By  Tighi 

Hopkins.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


HORNE. —ORION  :    An    Epic   Poem.      By  Richard  Hengist  Horne 
With  Photographic  Portrait  by  Summers.    Tenth  Edition.    Cr.8vo,  cloth  extra,  7*. 

HORSE  (THE)  AND  HIS  RIDER :  An  Anecdotic  Medley.  By  "  TtM 

manby.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <»s. 

H U NGERFORD    (MRST),  Author  of    "Molly   Bawn,"  NOVELS    B Y. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  {»«l.  each. 
A  MAIDEN  ALL  FORLORN.    |    IN  DURANCE  VILE.    |   A  MENTAL  STRUGGLE 
MARVEL.  I         A  MODERN  CIRCE. 

LADY  YERNER'S  FLIGHT.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


HUNT.-ESSAYS  BY  LEIGH  HUNT  :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner, 

&c.     Edited  by  Edmund  Ollier.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd.,  2m. 


HUNT  (MRS.   ALFRED),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Oil.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET,     j  J5ELF-C0NDEMNED.       |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 
THORNICROFT'S  MODEL.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


MRS.  JULIET.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8^ 


_  « 


HUTCHISON.— HINTS  ON  COLT-BREAKING.  By  W.  M.  Hutchison. 

With  25  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <»<!.  1 

HYDROPHOBlArrAn  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System;  Technique  of 

li^  Method,  and  Statistics.  Bv  Renaud  Suzor,  M.B.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ©8.1 
IDLER  (THE)  :  A  Monthly  Magazine]     Ed iterFby  Jerome  K. "Jerome  i 

and  RoiiERT   I".  Barr.     Profusely  Illustrated.      Sixpence   Monthly. — Vols.   I.  and 

II.  now  ready,  cloth  extra,  -3s.  each  :  Cases  tor  Binding,  Is.  Oil. 
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INGELOW  (JEAN).  — FATED  TO  BE  FREE.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 
INDOOR  PAUPERS.  By  One  of  Thf.m.  Crown 8vo,  Is.:  cloth.  Is.  6d. 
INNKEEPER'S  HANDBOOK  (THE)  ANDLICE'NSED  VICTUALLER  S 

MANUAL.    By  J.  Trevqr-Davies.    Crown  Svo,  lw. ;  cloth,  Is.  Ori. 

IRISH  WIT  AND   HUMOUR,    SONGS   OF.     Collected  and  Edited  by 
A.  Perceval  Graves.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Oil.  

JAMES. -A  ROMANCE  OF  THE~QUEEN'S  HOUNDS.      By  Charles 

James.    Post  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  0<l.  

JANVIER.^RACTIC^AlLKER^A¥lCSFORTfUDENTS.  By  Catherine 

A.  Janvier.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os. ^^^ 

JAY  (HARRIETT)"   NOVELS   BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  DARK  COLLEE N. |    THE   QUF, EN   OF  CONNAUGHT. 

JEFFERIES    (RICHARD),   WORKS   BY.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Oil.  each. 
NATURE   NEAR  LONDON.  |    THE   LIFE   OF  THE   FIELDS.  |    THE   OPEN   AIR, 

'**  Also  the  Hand-made  Paper  Edition,  crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  Os.  each. 

THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By  Walter  Besant.     Second  Edi- 
tion.    With  a  Pholo^raph  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 


JENNINGS  (H.   J.),   WORKS  BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Oil. 

LORD  TENNYSON  :  A  Biographical  Sketch.     With  a  Photograph.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  69, 

BEROME.— STAGELAND.     By  Jerome  K.  Jerome.     With  64  Illustra- 
tions by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.     Square  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  2s^ 

JERROTdT^HE^ARBYR'S~CHAIRT&  THE  HEDGEHOG  LETTERS. 

By  Dolglas  Jerrold.    Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  halt-bound,  2s. 

JERROLD  (T0M),~W0RKS~BY~.  Post  Svo,  Is.  each;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Ocl.  each. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE:   A  Gossip  about  Flowers.     Illustrated. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN:  The  Plants,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.  Cr.  8vo,cl.,ls.Ori. 

JESSE.- SCENES  AND  OCCUPATIONSOF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.    By 

Edward  Jesse.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

J0NES"CWllLLLTM7F7S.ATrWORKS   BY.      Cr.Svo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  tf.l.  each. 
FINGER-RING   LORE:    Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.       With  nearly   300 

Illustrations.      Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 

Talismans,  Word  and   Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and   Blessing  of  Animals, 

Birds,  E°_s,  Luck,  &c.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS:_A  History  ot  Regalia.     With  100  Illustrations. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)   WORKS.      With    Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory! 
and  a  Biographical   Memoir  by  William  Gifford.     Edited  by  Colonel  Cunning- 
1  ham.     Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  each. 

JOSEPH  US,  THE  COMPLETETWORKS  OF.    Translated  by  WhistonT 

Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews  "and  "The  Wars  or  the  Jews."     With  52 
Illustrations  and  Maps.     Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  12s.  Q«l. 

ITEMPT.— PENCIL  AND  PALETTE  :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.    By 
Robert  Kempt.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2*.  <><!. 

KERSHAWr^COT_NIAL~TACTS~AND     FICTIONS :     Humorous 

Sketches.     Bv  Mark  Kershaw.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  Q«l. 

KEYSER.  —  CUT  _Y~THEnVIESS:   A  NoveL"     By  Arthur  Kkysek. 
Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Oil. 

KING  (R.  ASHE).  NOVELS  BY.    Cr.'8vo,  cL,  3a.  6d.  ea. ;  post  Svo,  bds.,  2».  ea. 

A  DRAWN   GAME.  I    "THE   WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN." 

Post  8 vo7 illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

PASSION^SJJLAVE. 1         BELL  BARRY. 

KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth.  Century. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  Marquess  of  Lorne,  K..T    Cr.  Svo,  cl,  ex,,  O*. 
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KNIGHT.  — THE   PATIENT'S   VADE    MECUM  :    How  to  Get  Mosi 

Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.     By    William    Knight,    M.R.C.S.,    and    Edwari} 

Knight,  L.R.C.P.    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  (id. I 

TAMFSTCHARLES)    COMPLETE    WORKS,    in    Prose    and  Verse, 
*-*  including  "  Poetry  for  Children  "  and  "  Prince  Dorus."    Edited,  with  Notes  and 

Introduction,  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.     With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  a  page 

of  the  "  Essay  on  Roast  Pig."    Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  7s.  6d. 
THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3s. 
LlfTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  bis 

Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.     I'ost  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  (id. 
THE   DRAMATIC   ESSAYS   OF  CHARLES   LAMB.    With  Introduction  and  Notes 

bv  Brander  Matthews,  and  Steel-plate  Poi  trait.     Fcap.  8vo,  hf.-bd.,  3s.  (id.  _ 

LANLiuR.-ClTATlON  AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKS- 

PEARE,  &c  ,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-stealing,  19th  September,  1582. 
To  which  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Earl  ot  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595.  By  Walter  Savage  Landor. 
Fcap  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  3s.  6d 


LANE.— THE    THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in 

England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translated  from  the 
Arabic,  with  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.   Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fid,  each. 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.    With  Illusts.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 
ANECDOTES  OF  THE  CLERGY:  The  Antiquities,  Humours,  and  Eccentricities  oi 
the  Cloth.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3s. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  (id.  each. 
FORENSIC  ANECDOTES. | THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEIGH  (HENRY  S.),   WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  5s. 
JEUX   D'ESPRIT.     Edited  bv  Henry  S.  Leigh.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  fid. 

LEYS  (JOHN).— THE  LINDSAYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  8vo,illust.bds..2s. 

LIFE TIN" LONDON  ;  or,  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Cor- 
inthian Tom.  With  Cruikshank's  Coloured  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, cloth  extua, 
7s.  (id.  [New  Edition  preparing^ 

LINTON    (E.    LYNN)T^WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  fid.  each. 

WITCH  STORIES. I         OURSELVES:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
SOWING  THE   WIND.  I    UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 

PATRICIA  KEMBALL.  I    "MY   LOVE!"  |         IONE. 

ATONEMENT  OF   LEAM  DUNDAS.     I    PASTON  CAREW,  Millionaire  &  Miser. 

THE   WORLD   WELL  LOST.  | 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE   REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY.         |         WITH  A   SILKEN  THREAD. 
FREESHOOTING  :  Extracts  from  the  Works  of  Mrs.  Lynn  Linton.  Post  8vo,  cloth, 
3s.  Gd. 


LONGFELLOW'S  POETICAL  WORKS.     With  numerous  Illustrations 

on  Steel  and  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fid. 

LUCY.-GIDEON  FLEYCE  :  A  Novel.     By  Henry  W.  Lucy.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
LUSIAD  (THE)"  OF~CAMOENS.     Translated  into  English   Spenserian 

Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff.     With  T4  Plates.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  ISs. 

MACALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY. 

TERESA  ITASCA.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Is. 

BROKEN  WINGS.    With  6  Illusts.  by  W.  ].  Hennessy.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  6s. 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY. 

MR.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  3s. 
EDNOR  WHITLOCK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «s. 

WACDONELL.- QUAKER  COUSINS  :  A  Novel.    Bv  Agnes  Macdonell. 
Ciown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s,  fid. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
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McCarthy  (justin,  m.p.),  works  by. 

A  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  1880.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  14s.  each. — Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs.  each.— And  a 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  1886,  in  Two  Vols., 
large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  <»«!.  each. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OP  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <is. 
— Also  a  Cheap  Popular  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  4s.  Oil. 

A  HISTORY  OF  THE  FOUR  GEORGES.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
14s.  each.  __ [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each;   post  8vo,  illust.  bds..  4*.  each  j  cl.  limp,  4s.  Gd. each. 


THE  WATERDALE    NEIGHBOURS. 
MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A  FAIR  SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 
DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN. 


MISS  MISANTHROPE. 
DONNA  QUIXOTE. 
THE  COMET  OF  A   SEASON. 
MAID    OF  ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


THE  DICTATOR.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. [Shortly 

"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE?'~By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mis.Campbell- 
Praed.    Fourth  Edition.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  Gs. 

MeCAKTHY  (JUSTIN  H.),   WORKS  BY. 

THE   FRENCH   REVOLUTION.    Four  Vols.,  8vo,  14s.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  readv. 

AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.    Crown  8vo,  Is. :  cloth,  Is.  ««!. 

IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  :  Irish  History.  1798-1886.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Gs. 

HAFIZ  IN   LONDON:  Poems.      Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  «d.    . 

HARLEQUINADE:  Poems.     Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  8s. 

OUR   SENSATION  NOVEL.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Od. 

DOOM!  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

DOLLY:  A  Sketch.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  <>«l. 

LILY   LASS:  A  Romance.     Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

THE    THOUSAND    AND    ONE    DAYS:     Pcrsi  <n    Tales.       Edited   by  Justin    H. 

McCarthy.    With  2  Photogravures  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Two  Vols.,  crown 

8vo,  half-bound,  14s. 


MACDONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.),  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  cl.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 

case.  41s.     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  in  grolier  cl.,  at  4s.  Od.  each. 

Vol.     I.  Within  and  Without. — The  Hidde-n  Life. 

,,      II.  The  Disciple — The  Gospel  Women, — Book  of  Sonnets.— Organ  Songs. 

i,     III.  Violin  Songs. — Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. — A  Book  of  Dreams. — 

Roadside  Poems. — Poems  for  Children. 
„     IV.  Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch  Songs. 

,  V.  &  VI.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  |      Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 

„  VI 1 1.  The  Light  Princess. — The  Giant's  Heart. — Shadows. 
„     IX.  Cross  Purposes. — The  Golden  Key. — The  Carasoyn. — Little  Daylight 
„       X.  The  Cruel  Painter. — The  Wow  o'  Riwen. — The  Castle. — The  Broken 

Swords. — The  Gray  Wolf. — Uncle  Cornelius. 
POETICAL  WORKS  OF  GEORGE   MACDONALD7    Collected  and  arranged  by  the 

Author.     2  vols.,  crown  fvo,  buckram,  14s. 
A  THREEFOLD  CORD.      Edited  by  George  MaoDonald.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  5». 
HEATHER  AND  SNOW:  A  Novel.    2  vols.,  crown  8vo.  [Shortly. 

MACGREGOR.  -PASTIMES    AND     PLAYERS":    Notes  on  Popular 

Games.     By   Robert  Macgregor.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  4s.  (id. 

MACKAY.~-INTERLUDES  AND  UNDERTONES  ;  or,  Music  aTTwilight; 

Bv  Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  G«.  

MACLISE  PORTRAIT  GALLERY  (THE)  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS:  83  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  hall  ol 
the  Present  Century,  bv  William   Bates,  B.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gil. 

M  ACQUOID  "(MRS.  ),~WORKS~B  Y.— Square  8v^,~cloiirextra,  7s.  Gd.  each.  " 
IN  THE   ARDENNES.     With  50  Illustrations  by  Thomas   R     MacquOID. 
PICTURES     AND     LEGENDS     FROM     NORMANDY    AND     BRITTANY.      With 

14  Illustrations  bv  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.    With  92  Illustrations  byT.  R.  MACQ,uoiD,and  a  Map. 
THROUGH  BRITTANY.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.     With  67_II_liistrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  4*.  each. 
THE  EVIL  BYE,  and  other  Stories.   |        LOST  R333, 
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MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 
Directions  for  producing  the  Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  and  preparing  Lantein 
Slides.     By  T.  C.  Hepworth.    With  10  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.  1m.  ;  cloth,  la.  «<!. 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOKTTHE  :  Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4'4.  <i«l. 

MAGNA   CHARTA  :    An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 

Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5s 

MALLOCK  (W.  H.),  WORKSlBY. 

THE   NEW  REPUBLIC.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  2*.;  cloth  limp,  'ix.  6«l. 

THE  NEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA:  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  »vo,  cloth,  i!*.  fitl. 

POEMS.     Small  4to,  parchment,  8s. 

IS   LIFE   WORTH   LIVING?     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ox. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY.    Crown  8vo,  clolli,  Oa. 

MALLORY'S    (SIR    THOMAS)  MORT    D' ARTHUR  :   The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)     Edited  by  B. 

MONTGOMERIE  RANKING.      Post  8VQ,  cloth  limp,  gs. 

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fitl.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Life, Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
ROUGHING  IT,  and   INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.    With  197  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7s.  fi«l.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2».  each. 
THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or.  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.     With  214  Illustrations, 

(The Two-Shilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TR1P.> 
THE   GILDED  AGE.    Bv  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.     With  212  Illustrations, 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TOM   SAWYER.    With  in  Illustrations. 
A  TRAMP  ABROAD.    With  314  Illustrations. 
THE  PRINCE   AND  THE  PAUPER.     With  190  Illustrations. 
LIFE   ON   THE   MISSISSIPPI.     With  300  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemble. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KIKG  ARTHUR.    With  220  Illusts.  by  Beard. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  SKETCHES.     Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  'Js. 
THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT,  &c.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  «s. ;  post 8vo,  illust. bds., 28, 
THE  AMERICAN  CLAIMANT.      With  81   Illustrations  by  Hal   Hukst  and  Dam 
Beard.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  lis,  fill. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Including  his  Translations.    Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunningham.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  fi<<. 

MARRYAT"(FrORENCE)rNOVELS    BY.     Post  8vo.  illust.  boards,  -7s. each. 
A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.  I         FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 

OPEN  !   SESAMEJ |         WRITTEN  IN  FIRE. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.     From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.    1 

by  Col  Cunningham      Crown  8vo  cloth  extra.  fi*. 

MASTERM  AN. -HALF-A-DOZEN    DAUGHTERS:   A  Novel.      By  J. 

Masterman.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  'J«i. 

MATTHEWS.— A  SECRETOF  THE  SEA,  &c.  Bj-Brander  MatthKv7 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  !3s. ;  cloth  limp,  '£*.  <»«!. 

MAYHEW.-LONDON  CHARACTERS  AND  TH'fi  HUMOROUS  SIDE 

OF  LONDON  LIFE.    By  Henry  Mayhew.    With  Illusts.   Crown  two,  cloth.  :i«.  6d. 

MENKEN.— INFELICIA  :    Poems   by  Adah   Isaacs   Menken.       With 

Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis  and  F.  O.  C.  Parley.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra.  7«.  ftdj 

MERlHCKT:^HE^TN~WH~0"WA^^00D~By"LEONAKD  Mil 

Author  of  "Violet  Moses,"  &c.     Post  8vo,  illustrst  -.  

MEXICAN  MUSTANG  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande 

A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armov  Knox.    With  265  Illusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  fid. 

M FDT) LEM ASS^EAN)7Tf 0 VELS- B YT- PosTsvo.  Must,  boards,  Ss.each. 

TOUCH   AND   GO.  I    MR.   DORILLION. 


MILLER.— PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG;  or,  The  House  of  ] 

Haman  Physiolofry,  with   its   application   to  the  Preservation  of  Health.     By  Mr;. 
F.  Fenwick  Miller,    With  numerous  Illustrations.   Fost  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2*.  fisl. 
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MILTON  (J.   L.),    WORKS    BY.     PostSvo,  1  a. each;  cloth, Is.ttd. each. 

!THE   HYGIENE   OF  THE   SKIN.    With  Directions  lor  Diet,  Soaps.  Baths,  &x. 
THE   BATH   IN   DISEASES  OF  THE   SKIN. 
THE  LAWS  OF  LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIN. 
THE   SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT   OF   LEPROSY.     Demy  Svo,  Is. 

M I N TO  (WM.)- WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD?  Cr.  Svo, Is. ;  cloth,  is. 6d 
MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),   NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

THAT  GIRL  IN   BLACK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  l«.  <iil.  


MOORE  (THOMAS),   WORKS  BY. 

THE   EPICUREAN;   and  ALCIPHRON.     Post  Svo,  half  -bound,  2*. 

PROSE   AND  VERSE,  Humorous,  Satirical,  and  Sentimental,  by   Thomas  Moorf; 

with  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord  Byron.      Kditcu  by  K. 

Herne  Shepherd.    With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7«.  Gd. 
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MUDDOCK  (J.   E.),   STORIES  BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.   Post  8vo,illust. boards,  2*.;  cloth, 2s. Gil. 
THE   DEAD  MAN'S  SECRET;   or,  The  Valley   of  Gold.    With  Frontispiece  by 

F.  Barnard,    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  5s. ;  post  Svo,  illustra:ed  hoards,  2s. 
FROM  THE  BOSOM  OF  THE  DEEP.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2*. 
MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD:  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.    With 

12  Illustrations  bv  Stanley  L.  Wood.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

MURRAYlDrCHRrSTrE)TTR^EiX"BY.— 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each  ;  post8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT.   I   HEARTS.                          1   BYTHE  GATE  OFTHE  SE\. 
JOSEPH'S  COAT.                  WAY  OFTHE  WORLD     A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATO  l-  '.. 
COALS  OF  FIRE.                  A  MODEL  FATHER.         FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 
YAL   STRANGE.                  I  OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO.l   CYNIC  FORTUNE. 
BOB  MARTIN'S  LITTLE  GIRL.    Ciown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3».  Gd. 
TIME  S  REVENGES.     1  „  crown  8vo.  

MURRAY  (DTCHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

ONE  TRAVELLER   RETURNS.     Cr.  Svo.  cl.  extra,  Gs. ;  post  Svo,  iilust.  bds.,  2«. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  Gel.  each;  post  bvo,  illustrated  boa>ds,  2s.  each. 
PAUL  JONES'S   ALIAS.     With  13  Illustrations.      |      THE   BISHOPS'   BIBLE. 

MURRAY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY. 

A  GAME  OF  BLUFF.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  board=,  2s.;  cloth,  2s.  Oil. 

A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCA.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2-.  Gd.  

EWBOLT. -TAKEN  FROM  THE  ENEMY.    By  Henry  Newboi  r. 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  till. 

nisbet^hume^bookstby:- 

"BAIL   UP!"    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .ts. (id.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2*. 
DR.  BERNARD  ST.  VINCENT.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
LESSONS  IN  ART.    With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  Gd. 
WHERE  ART  BEGINS.   With  27  Hlnsts.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7».Gd. 

NOVELISTS. -HALF-HOURS    WITH    THE    BEST  NOVELISTS  OF 

IHE  CENTURY.  Edit,  by  H.T.  Mackenzie  Bell.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  G<1.  [Preparing. 

O'HANLON    ( ALICE)7  NOVELS   BY.      Post  IVo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
v  THE   UNFORESEEN. J    CHANCE?    OR   FATE? 

OHNET  (GEORGES),   NOVELS  BY. 

DOCTOR  RAMEAU.    9  Illusts.  by  E.  Bayard.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  G«.;  post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 

A   LAST  LOYE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s.;  post  8vo.  boards,  2s. 

A  WEIRDJJIFT.    Crown  Bvo.  cloth,  3*.  Gd. ;  post  Svo,  boards.  2s. 

OLIPHANT  (MRS.),    NOVELS   BY.      Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
THE   PRIMKOSE   PATH.  I  THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND 

WHITELADIES.    With    Illustrations   by    Arthur    Hopkins  and    Henry    Woods, 
A.K.A      Cri  11  extra,  3*.  <•<!. :  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2«. 

O'REILLYOIARRINGTON^-FIFTY  YEARS  ON  THE  TRAlLl^Ad- 

ventures  of  |ohn  V.  Nei  son,    too  Musis,  by  P.  Frenzeny.    Cp  »■»  *vo.  3s.  6d. 

O'REILLY  (MRS.).  -PHOZrJE'S  FORTUNES. ~P6irrv^)lliTsrbds.,2s. 
O'SHAUGHNESSY  (ARTHUR),   POEMS   BY. 

LAYS   OF  FRANCE.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  lOs.  Gd. 

MUSIC  &  MOONLIGHT,  Fp.  8vo,7s.Gd.  |  SONGS  OF  A  WORKER.  Fp.Svo,  7s.  GJ. 
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Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  G«I.  each  ; 
FOLLE-FARINE. 
A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 
PASCAREL. 
TWO  LITTLE  WOODEN 

SHOES. 
SICNA. 

IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


post  8vo,  llust.  bds.,  '-is.  each. 
MOTHS. 
PIPISTRELLO. 
A   YILLAGE  COMMUNE. 
IN   MAREMMA. 
BIMBI.  |      SYRLIN. 

WANDA. 

FRESCOES.  |  OTHMAR. 
PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 
GUILDEROY.  I  RUFFINO. 


OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

STRATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE'S 

GAGE. 
IDALIA. 

UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 
PUCK. 
BIMBI.     Presentation  Edition,  with  Nine  Illustrations  by  Edmund   II.  Garrett. 

Square   8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
SANTA  BARBARA,  &c.     Square  8vo,  cloth,  6a. ;  crown  8vo,  cloth,  3*.  Gri. 
WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  Sydney 
Morris.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.     Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  '-it*. 

PAGE  (H.  A.),  WORKSHbyT" 

THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  G<I. 
ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.    Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

PARLIAMENTARY  ELECTIONS  AND  ELECTIONEERING,  A  HIS- 

TORY  OF.  from  ihe  Stuarts  to  Queen  Victoria.     By  Joseph  Grego.    A  New  Edition, 
wi'h  q3  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Oil. 

PASCAL'S  PROVINCIAL"  TETTERS.     A  New,  Translation,  with  His- 
torical Introduction  and   Notes  by  T.  M'Crie,  D.D.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  56a. 

PAUL.— GENTLE  ANDSIMPLE.  By  Margaret  A.  Paul.  With  Fro  ntis^ 

piecejiy  Helen  Paterson.     Ctown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6<1. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  iis. 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVEIs^BYT- 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3«.  G«I.  each;   post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  3«.  each. 


LOST  SIR   MASSINGBERD. 

WALTER'S  WORD. 

LESS    BLACK    THAN    WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY   PROXY. 
HIGH   SPIRITS. 
UNDER   ONE   ROOF. 
A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


A   GRAPE   FROM  A  THORN. 

FROM   EXILE. 

THE   CANON'S  WARD. 

THE   TALK   OF  THE   TOWN. 

HOLIDAY   TASKS. 

GLOW-WORM   TALES. 

THE   MYSTERY   OF   MIRBRIDGE. 

THE   WORD  AND  THE   WILL. 


HUMOROUS  STORIES. 

THE   FOSTER  BROTHERS. 

THE  FAMILY  SCAPEGRACE. 

MARRIED   BENEATH  HIM. 

BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 

A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 

A  COUNTY   FAMILY. 

LIKE   FATHER.  LIKE   SON. 

A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 

CARLYON'S  YEAR.  CECIL'S  TRYST. 

MURPHY'S  MASTER. 

AT  HER  MERCY. 

THE   CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFE. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '.is.  each. 


FOUND   DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 

A   MARINE   RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY.  SOME  PRIVATE  VIEY/S. 

NOT   WOOED,  BUT  WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE   BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES.      I      THE   BURNT   MILLION. 

FALLEN   FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE   COST  HER. 

KIT:   A  MEMORY,  j  FOR   CASH  ONLY. 

A  PRINCE  OF  THE  BLOOD. 

SUNNY  STORIES. 


IN   PERIL  AND  PRIVATION:    Stories  of   Marine  Adventure.     With    17   Illus- 

trations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3*.  (id. 
NOTES  FROM   THE   "NEWS."    Crownjvo,  portr.it  cover,  !«.:  cloth,  I*,  (id. 

PENNELL(H.  CHOLMONDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post8vo,cl.,3«.«d^ch. 

PUCK   ON    PEGASUS.     With  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.     With  Ten  lull-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Vv  Maurier. 

THE   MUSES  OF   MAYFAIR.     Vers  de  Socie'te,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  BY.    Post  8vo.l«.  each;  cloth.  1..64. each. 

BEYOND  THE  GATES.  By  tueAuthor    I    AN   OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE. 

of  "ihe  Gates  Ajar."  |_  BURGLARS  IN   PARADISE. 

JACK  THE  FI SHERMAN.    Illustrated  by  C.  W.  Reed.    Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  1..  6«1, 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.).  NOVELS  BY. 

TROOPING   WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  la. 
LADY  LOYELACE,    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3«. 
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IPLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY. 
THE  PURSUIVANT  OF  ARMS.  With  Six  Plates,  and  zoolllusts.   Cr.8vo,cl.  7*.  Od. 
SONGS  AND  POEMS,  1819-1679.    Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  8vo,  c1.,«>m« 

I  PLUTARCH'S  LIVElTdinLLUSTRIOUS~MEN.     Translated  frorrTthe 

Greek,  with  Notes  Critical  and   Historical,  and   a  Lite    of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.    With  Portraits.    Two  Vols,  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  lOs.  ttil. 

POE'S  (ED^ATaLLAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in~Pr^se  and  PoetTyTlritro. 

dur.tion  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  Oil. 
THE   MYSTERY  OF  MA RIE   ROGET,  &c.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  'is. 

POPE'S   POETICAL  WORKS.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

PRAED  (MRS.  CAMPBELL),  NOVELS  BY.    Post  8vo,  illust.  bds..  sto.  ea. 

THE  ROMANCE  OF  A  STATION.      |  THE  SOUL  OF  COUNTESS  ADRIAN. 
"  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."  By  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed  and  Justin  McCarthy 
M.P.     Crown  8vo,  clrth  extra,  O*. 

prTcmeTco.^novels  by7~ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  <S«I.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  '2s.  each. 

YALENTINA.  |  THE  FOREIGNERS. |  MRS.  LANCASTER'S  RIYAL. 

GERALD.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards."  its. 

PRINCESS  OLGA.— RADNA  ;  or,  The  Great  Conspiracy  of  1881.     By 

the  Princess  Olga.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 

PR^CTORTRiCHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKSTbT: 

FLOWERS  OF  THE  SKY.  With  55  Illusts.  Small  crown 8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Oil 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.  With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Night  in  the  Year.  Cr.  Svo,  «» 
FAMILIAR  SCIENCE  STUDIES.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  «». 
SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.  With  13  Steel  Plates.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  lOs.  4><l 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.  With  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «s 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  tf« 
WACESJINDJWANTS  OF^  SCIENCE   WORKERS.    Crown  8vo,  la.  6cl. 

PRYCE.-MISS   MAXWELL'S   AFFECTIONS.      By  Richard  Pryce 

Frontispiece  by  Hal  Ludlow.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Us.  <}«!.  ;   rost  8vo,  illust.  boards.,  is, 

PAMBOSSON.- POPULAR  ASTR0N0MY.~T3y  J.  Rambosson,  LaureaTe 

of  the  Institute  of  France.    With  numerous  Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

RANDOLPH.-AUNTrATlGAirDYKES  fX  Novel.     By  Lt. -Colonel 
George  Randolph,  U.S.A.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gri. 

REA~DFT(^ARLES),  NOVELS  BY7~ 

Crown  Hvo.  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  3s.  Oil.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  3s.  each. 
PEG   WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Tvpf1,  in  Elzt-vir  st>le,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  'in.  Oil. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.   Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-le3ther,  'in.  G<1. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.     Illustrated  bv  G.  J.  Pinwell. 
COURSE  OF  TRUE  LOVE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.     Illust   Helen  Paterson. 
THE   AUTOBIOGRAPHY   OF   A    THIEF,  Ac.     Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE.  LOVE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
THE   DOUBLE   MARRIAGE.    Illusts.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Keens. 
THE  CLOISTER   AND  THE  HEARTH.     Illustrated  by  Charles  Keene. 
HARD   CASH.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small, 
FOUL  PLAY.     Illustrated  by  George  Du  Maurier. 
PUT   YOURSELF   IN   HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 
A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
A   SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 

THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illust.  by  H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  C.  Green,  &c. 
A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illu<trated  by  Thomas  Coulderv. 
SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.    Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab. 
GOOD  STORIES  OF  MEN  AND  OTHER  ANIMALS.     Illust.  byE.A.  Abbey,  &c. 
THE  JILT,  mid  other  Stories.     Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 
A  PERILOUS  SECRET.     Illustrated  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
READIANA.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charles  Reade. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  of  David.  Paul,  &c    Fcap.  8v0,  leatherette.  In. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.     With  an  Introduction  by  Walter  Besant. 

Elzevir  Edition.   4  vols  ,  post  8vo,  each  with  Front.,  cl.  ex.,  gilt  top,  14*.  the  si  t. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  READE.   Cr.  8vo,  buckram,  <»*. 
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RIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.),   NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  PRINCE  OP  WALES'S  GARDEN  PARTY.       |  WEIRD  ST0RIE5. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE.               I          HER   MOTHER'S  DARLING. 
MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS.              THE  NUN'S  CURSE. 
FAIRY  WATER.  IDLE  TALES. 

RIMMEK    (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  6.1.  each. 

OUR   OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.     With  55  Illustrations. 

RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 
jlBOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    With  58  Illusts.  byC.  A.  Vaxderhoqf,  &c. 

RIVES  (Amglie).— BARBARA  DERING.     By  Amelie  Rives,  Author 

of  "  The  Quick  or  the  Dead  ?  "     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id. | 

ROBINSON   CRUSOE.     By  Daniel  Defoe.     (Major's" Edition.)    With 

37  Illustrations  by  George  Cruikshank.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  2s. 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.), "NOVELS  BY. 

WOMEN   ARE   STRANGE.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  3s.  (id. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2a. 

ROBINSON   (PHIL),    WORKS   BY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
THE   POETS'  BIRDS.                               |  THE   POETS'   BEASTS. 
THE  POETS  AND  NATURE:   REPTILES,  FISHES,  AND  INSECTS. , 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.    With 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve,     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  '.is. 

ROLL  OF~BATTLE  ABBEY,  ^HE^rA^isf^lhel'nnclpl  WarrToTi 

who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country, 
A.n.  1066-7.   With  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.     Handsomely  printed, 33 

ROWLEY  (HON.  HUGH),  WORKS "BYT- Po^lvo. cloth, a*7«a.la'c«7  1 

PUNIANA:   RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 
MORE  PUNIANA.     Profusely  Illustrated. 

RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),  STORIES  BY.    P°*t  8vo,  bds.,  2*.  el  i  d..  2-.  «d.  ea. 

SKIPPERS  AND   SHELLBACKS.          I    GRACE   BALMAIGN'S  SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS  AND   SCHOLARS. | ■_, 

RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY  : 

Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra,  {>».  each;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2*.  (id.ca. 

ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE.  I    A  BOOK   FOR  THE   HAMMOCK. 

IN   THE   MIDDLE  WATCH.  MYSTERY  OF  THE  "OCEAN  STAR." 

A  VOYAGE   TO  THE  CAPE. |    THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOWE 

Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  (id.  ea. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  ea.  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6tl..ea, 

AN   OCEAN   TRAGEDY.  I         MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE. 

ALONE  ON  A  WIDE  WIDE^  SE A. 

ON  THE   FO'K'SLE   HEAD.    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp.  2s.  (id. 

CA1NT  AUBYN  (ALAN)".  NOVELS  BY7" 

^  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  (id.  each;    post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.    Note  by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  Frontispiece. 

THE  JUNIOR  DEAN. 

Feap.  Svo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  (id.  each. 
THE  OLD  MAID'S  SWEETHEART.      |         MODEST  LITTLE  SARA. 
THE  MASTER  OF  ST.  BENEDICT'S.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo^ 


SALA  (G.  A.).-GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.    Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
SANSON.-SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS  :  Memoirs 

of  the  Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847).     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  (id. 

SAUNDERSlJOHN),  NOVELS~BY.— 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.     |    THE   LION  IN   THE   PATH.  1     THE  TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  6d. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3a.  (id.  each;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  I    HEART  SALVAGE. 

THE  HIGH  MILLS.  |    SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  MERRYWEATHER.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
GIDEON'S  ROCK.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id. 
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SCIENCE-GOSSIP.  Edited  by  Dr.  J.  E.  Taylor,  F.L.S.,  cVc.  Devoted 
t)  Geology,  Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry,  Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Physio- 
graphy, &c.  4tl.  Monthly.  Pts.  I  to  300,  S«l.  each  ;  Pts.  301  to  date,  4(1.  each.  Vols. 
I.  to  XIX  ,  ta.  CS«1.  each  ;  Vols.  XX.  to  date,  5s.  each.    Cases  lor  Binding,  Is.  <i«l. 

SCOTLAND  YARD  :  Experiences  of  37  Years.  By  Chief-Inspector 
Cavanagh.    Post  8vo,  illusirated  boards.  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

SECRET  OUT,  THE:  One'  Th^usand^Tl^kT^with^Cards ;  with  Enter- 
taining  Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  "White  Magic."  By  VV.  H.  Cremer. 
With  300  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  <><!. 

SEGUIN TlTTT^ItVORKS  BY~ 

THE  COUNTRY  OP  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBERAMMERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .'Js.  Oil. 
WALKS    IN    ALGIERS.    With  z'Mjps  and  rfi  Illnsis.     Crown  Xvo.  cloth  exira.  <»s. 

SENIOR  (WM.).— BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.       Post  bvo,  cloth,  2s.  (3d. 
SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN:  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 

SPEARE.     With  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Movs  Smith.     Cr.  4to,  tit. 

SHARP.- CHILDREN   OF   TO-MORROW  T  A   Nov"el       By    William 

Sharp.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

SHARP,"LUKE  (ROBERT  BARR),  STORIES  BY. 

IN  A  STEAMER  CHAIR.     With  2  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  :$*,  <M. 
_  FROM  WHOSE  BOURNE?  &c.     With  Fifty,  Illustrations. \Shorll  : 

SHELLEY.-THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE  ANDTROSE  OF 

PERCY    BYSSHE    SHELLEY.     Edited,   Prefaced,  and    Annotated  by   R.    Herne 
Shkpherd.     Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  J{s.  (id.  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols.: 

Vol.      1.  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with  Stockdale:  The   Wandering  Jew;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  :  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 
Vol.    II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo  ;   Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;   The  Witch  ol 

Atlas;  Epipsychidion:  Hellas. 
Vol   III.  Posthumous  Poems;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy  ;  and  other  Pieces. 
PROSE   WORKS,  in  Two  Vols.: 
V6I.      I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne  ;  the  Dublin  and  Maflow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta- 
tion of  Deism  ;  Lettersto  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 

vs;   Letters  from  Abroad  ;  Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY 
1  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

SHERARDTR7H.).— ROGUES  :  A  Novel,     crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6«i.~ 
SHERIDAN  (GENERAL).  —  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF   GENERAL 

P.  H.  SHERIDAN.  With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  Two  Vols., demy  8vo,  cloth  24s. 

SHERIDAN'S  "(RICHARD  BRINSLEY)l:0MPLETE"WORKST^With 

Life  and  Anecdotes.      Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 

Poetrv.  Translations.  Speeches  and  Jokes.   10  Illusts.   Cr.  8vo,  hf.-bound  7s.  G(l. 
THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.     Post  8vo,  printed 

on  laid  paper  and  hdf- bound.  2s. 
SHERIDAN'S    COMEDIES:   THE   RIVALS    and  THE   SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.    With  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  12s.  «><!. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL~WORKS,  includ- 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."     With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Kev.  A.B. ^Gj^°j^RT'__PJX_  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  1  JSs. 

SIGNBOARDS  :  Their  History.  With  ^Anecdotes  of^amous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hottkn. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo  cloth  extra,  Ts.  Od. 


SIMS  (GEORGE  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each:  cloth  limp  2«.  Oil.  eac.i 
ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS.  I    MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 

THE   RING  0'  BELLS.  TALES  OF  TODAY 

MARY   JANE'S  MEMOIRS.  |    DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.   With  60  Illustrations. 

TINKLETOP'S  CRIME.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Maurice  Greifi  inhagen. 

ZEPH:  A  Circus  Story,  &c. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  each;  cloth,  Is.  6<1.  each. 
HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 
THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:  being  Readings  and  Recitations  in 

Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  by  George  K    Sims 
THE  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS.  |         DAGONET  DITTIES. 
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SISTER   DORA  :   A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With  Four 
Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  4«l.;  cloth,  6<l. 

SKETCHLEY.— A  ^"fclflN^HE"DARK~By  Arthur  Sketchley. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

SLANG" DICTIONARY    (THE)  :   Etymological,   Historical,  and  Anec- 
dotal.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6*i.  6«l. 


SMITH  (J.   MOYR),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  PRINCE   OF  ARGOLIS.    With  130  Illusts.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  G«l. 
TALES  OF   OLD   THULE.     With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  pilt,  6s. 
THE  WOOING  OF  THE  WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.     P.  st  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

SOCIETY    IN    LONDON.       By   A   Foreign    Resident.       Crown  Svo, 
Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  Od. 

SOClETT~IN~ PARIS  :    The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.     A  Series  of  Letters 
from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Youns>  French  Diplomat.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6s. 

SOMERSET.  —  S~ONGS    OF    ADIEU       By    Lord    Henry    Somerset. 

Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum.  Os. 


SPALDING.— ELIZABETHAN  DEMONOLOGY  :  An  Essay  on  the  Belief 

in  the  Existence  of  Devils.     By  T.  A.  Spalding,  LL.B.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

SPEIGHT  (T.  WTyrNdVELS^BT: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE.  I         HOODWINKED;   and  THE   SANDY- 
BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  &c.  CROFT   MYSTERY. 

THE  GOLDEN   HOOP.         I         BACK  TO  LIFE. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Is.  6«l.  each 

A  BARREN  TITLE.  |         WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 

THE   SANDYCROFT  MYSTERY.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  1  *. 


SPENSER   FOR  CHILDREN.      By  M.  H.  Towry,     With  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.     Crown  4to.  cloth  gill,  6s. 

A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.      Royal 


STARRY    HEAVENS    (THE): 

i6mo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6«1. 


STAUNTON.-THE  LAWS  AND  PRACTICE  OF  CHESS.     With  an 

Analysis  of  the  Openings.    Uy  Howard  Staunton.    Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

STEDMAN  (E.   C),  WORKS  BY. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.    Thirteenth  Edition.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  9s. 
THE   POETS  OF   AMERICA.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  Os. 


STERNDALE.  -  THE    AFGHAN    KNIFE  :    A  Novel.       By  Robert 

Armitage  Sterndale.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth  extra.  I$*.  6tl.:  post  8vo,illust.  boards.  2s. 

STEVENSON  (R.   LOUIS),   WORKS  BY.     Post8vo,ci.iimP,  2s.6.i.eachT 

TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.     Seventh  Edit.    With  a  Frontis.by  Walter  Crane. 
AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.    Fourth  Edition.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

Crown  Svo,  buckram,  silt  top,  6s.  each. 
FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.    Sixth  Edition. 
THE  SILVERADO  SQUATTERS.     With  a  Frontispiece.     Third  Edition. 
THE  MERRY  MEN.    Third  Edition.        |    UNDERWOODS:  Poems.    Fifth  Edition. 
MEMORIES  AND  FORTRAITS.    Third  Edi.ion. 

VIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.    Seventh  Edition.      |     BALLADS. 
ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

HEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.    Eleventh  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
THE    SUICIDE   CLUB;   and   THE    RAJAH'S    DIAMOND.     (From  New  Arabian 

Nights.)    With  Six  Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Crown  Svo,  clcth 

pxtra,  5s. 
PRINCE  OTTO.    Sixth  Edition.     Pest  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
FATHER  DAMIEN:    An  Open  Letter  to   the  Rev.  Dr.    Hyde.      Second    Edition. 

Crown  Svo,  hand-made  and  brown  paper,  Is. 

STODDARD.  —  SUMMER ~CWISTNG~TN  THE  SOUTH  SEAS.      By" 

C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated  by  Wai.lis  Mac-kay.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  '.in.  6«l. 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NO iVEUSTST^With  Notices  by  Helen  and 
Alice  Zimmern.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<1. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  beards,  2a. 
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STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

With  19  Illustrations  by  Gilbert  G  \vl.     Tmrd  Edition.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by  Conan  Doyle,  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Flor- 
ence Markvat,  &c.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex..  Eight  Illusts.,  6s.;  post  8vo,  lllust.  bds.,  3s. 

STRUTT'S    SPORTS_AND~PASTIMES    OF    THE  ^PEOPLE    OF 

ENGLAND;    including  the   Rural   and   Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mum- 
meries, Shows,  &c,  from  the   Earliest   Period  to  the   Present  Time.      Edited    by 
William  Hone.     With  140  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6cl. 
SUBURBAN  HOMES  (THE)  OF  LONDON  :  A  Residential  Guide.     With 

a  Map. and  Notes  on  Rental,  Rates,  and  Accommodation.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6tl. 

SWIFT'STDEAN)  CH0IOEW0RKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  I-acsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels.*'  Cr.  8vo  cl.,  7s.  till. 

GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS,  and    A   TALE   OF   A   TUB.      Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

A  MONOGRAPH  ON  SWIFT.   By  J.  Churton  Collins.  Cr.  8vo.  cloth,  Ss.  {Shortly. 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C),  WORKS  BY. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WORKS       ESSAYS  AND   STUDIES.    Cr.  8vo,  12s. 
OF  A.  C.SWINBURNE.    Fcap.  Svo,  6*.    \   ERECHTHEUS:  A  Tragedy.   Cr.  8vc,  6s. 
ATALANTA  IN   CALYDON.    Crown  Svo,    |   g0NQS  QF  TKE  SPRINGTIDES.    Crown 


61 

CHASTELARD:  A  Tragedy.    Cr.  8vo,  7s. 
POEMS  AND   BALLADS.    First  Series. 

Crown  bvo  or  fcap.  8vo,  9s.    . 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  Second  Series. 

Crown  Svo  ur  fcap.  8vo.  9"*. 
POEMS  AND_BALLADS.    Third  Series. 

Crown  8.0.  7s. 
SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.    Crown  8vo, 

IO*.  6<l. 
BOTHWELL:    A  Tragedy.      Crown   8vo, 

12*.    6«I 


STUDIES  IN  SONG.  Crown  iivo,  7s. 
MARY  STUART:  A  Tragedy.  Cr.Svo,  8a. 
TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.  Cr.  8vo.  9». 
A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.  Sm.  4to,  Ss. 
A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.  Cr.8vo,  7s. 
MARINO  FALIERO:  A  Tragedy.    Crown 

A  STUDY*  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.  Cr.Svo,  6s. 
MISCELLANIES.    Crown  Svo,  12s. 


SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.  Cr.  Svo,  6s.    I    LOCRINE  :  A  Tragedy.    Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
GEORGE  CHAPMAN.     (See  Vol.  II.  of  G.       A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.  Cr.  Svo,  7s. 
Chapman  s  Works.)    Crown  Svo,  6s.  THE  SISTERS:  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  Svo,  6s. 

S YMONDS. -WINETWOMEN,  AND  SONG  :  Mediaeval  Latin  Students' 
Songs.  With  Essay  and  Trans,  by  J.  Addington  Symonds.    Fcap.  8vo,  parchment,  6s. 

SYNT^rDCTS_TDlR.yTHREE^OirRS  :  In  Search  of  the  PicturesqueTTn 
Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Roulandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations, and  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J .  C.  Hotten.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6«1. 

TAINE'S   HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH  LITERATURE.     Translated  by 

Henry  Van  Laun.     Four  Vols.,  small  demy  bvo,  cl.  bds.,  30s.— Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  laree  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

TAYLOR'S  (BAYARD)  DIVERSIONS  OF  THE "  ECHO~CL"UB  :"Bur: 

ltisqiies  of  Modern  Writers.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  '•»*. 

TAYLOR  (DR7j7E~FrL7S7)7 WORKS  BY.    Cr.  8vo, cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

THE  SAGACITY   AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  100  Illustrations. 
OUR  COMMON   BRITISH   FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    331  Illustrations. 
THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.     With 36a  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 

TAYLOR'SlTOM)  HISTORICAL~DRAMAS."Containing^  Clancarty," 

"Jeanne  Dare,"  "'Twixt   Axe  and  Crown,''  "The  Fool's  Revenge,''   "Arkwpght's 
Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn.'*  "  Plot  and  Passion.''    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  61I. 
*.*  The   Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Is.  each. 

TENNYSON  (LORD) :    A  Biographical  Sketch.      By  H.  J.  Jennings. 

With  a  Photograph-Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. — Cheap  Editicn,  po:t  H\o, 
portrait  cover,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6il. 

TH AC K E RAYANA  r^Notes  and  Anecdotes.  lllustratedTby  HundFedlTof 
Ski  tches  by  William   Makepeace  Thackeray.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6<l. 

THAMES.  —A   NE\TTlCTORiAL— HIST0RY_0F~THE_THAMES7 

By  A    S-  Krals'-e.     With  -^n  Il'us'rations      Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  (ill. 

THOMAS  (BERTHAJTNOVELS  BY.  Cr.  Svo.  cl.,  3s.  6.1.  ea. :  postlv^Z  «*, 
THE   VIOLIN-PLAYER.  1  PROUD   MAISIL, 

CRESSIDA,    Pest  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  £». 
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THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.    With  Intro- 

dui  tion  by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  4S  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  2». 

THORN  BURY   (WALTER)TwdRKS~BY.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7*.  Od.  each. 
THE   LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE   OF  J.   M.  W.  TURNER.      Pounded  upon 

Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his  Friends.     With  Illustrations  in  Colours. 
HAUNTED  LONDON.  Edit,  by  E.  Walford.  M.A.  Illusts.  by  F.  \V.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2«.  each. 
OLD   STORIE S  RE-TOLD. |    TALES  FOR  THE   MARINES. 

TIMBS   (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7a.  6.1.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE  IN  LONDON:  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries.  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 

ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:  Stories  of  Delusions,  Impos- 
tures, Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  &c.     4S  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY)rNOVELS  BY~ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  '.is.  Od.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  beards,  2s.  each. 
THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.  I    MARION  FAY. 

KEPT  IN   THE  DARK.  MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

FRAU  FROHMANN.  |    THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  fta.  each. 
GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |  JOHN  CALDIGATE.  |  AMERICAN   SENATOR. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .'8s.  Oil.  each:  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
LIKE   SHIPS  UPON  THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S   PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNESS. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.).— DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  8vo,  must.  bd-Gj*. 
TROWBRIDGE.— FARNELL'S  FOLLY:   A  Novel.      By  J.  T.  Trow- 

bridge.   Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

TYTLER  (C.   C.   FRASER-).—MISTRESS— JUDITH  :    A  Novel.     B^ 

C.  C.  Fraser-Tytler.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ;js.  Oil. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2*. 

TYTLER  TSARAH)r  NOVELS  BY7~ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Us.  Od.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  BRIDE'S  PASS.  I    BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

LADY  BELL. |    THE   BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 


WHAT  SHE  CAME   THROUGH. 
CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE. 
SAINT   MUNGO'S  CITY. 
NOBLESSE  OBLIGE. 


BEAUTY  AND  THE   BEAST. 

DISAPPEARED. 

THE  HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 


VILLARL— A  DOUBLE  BOND.    By  Linda  Villari.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture 

cover.  Is. 

WALT   WHITMAN,   POEMS     BY.      Edited,    with    Introduction,   by 
William  M.Rossetti.   With  Portrait.  Cr.8vo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  Os. 

WALTON^ANITCOTTON'S" COMPLETE    ANGLER ;  or,  The  Con- 

templative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  61  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  Od. 

WARD7HERBERT)7W0RKS-BYr~ 

FIVE  YEARS  WITH   THE   CONGO  CANNIBALS.     With  02  Illustrations  by  the 

Author,  Victor  Perard,  and  W.  B.  Davis.   Third  ed.    Roy.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  14s. 

MY    LIFE   WITH   STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD.     With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller. 

_  F.R.G.S.    Post  8vo,  la.;  cloth,  1b.  Od. ^^_ 

WARNER.— A    ROUNDABOUT  "JOURNEY.      By   Charles  Dudley 

Warner.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  Os. 

WARRANT   TO    EXECUTE    CHARLES   I.     A  Facsimile,  with  the  59 

Signatures  and  Srals      Printed  on  rarer  22  in.  lv  14  in.     2s. 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE   MARY    QUEEN   OF   SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  including 
<  Hit  en  Elizabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Sea!.     2s. 

WASSERMANN  (LILLIAS),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  DAFFODILS.    Crown  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  Cd. 

IhE  WAEQUIS  OF  CARABAS."     By  Aaron  Watson  and  Lillias  Wassermann. 

3  vols,,  ciown  8vo. 
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WALFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

WALFOKD'S  COUNTY  FAMILIES  OF  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (1S93).  Contain- 
ing the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Education,  &c\,  of  12,000  Heads  of  Families, 
their  Heirs,  Offices,  Addresses,  Clubs,  tic.     Royal  Svo,  doth  gilt,  iOs, 

WALFORD'S  WINDSOR  PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  AND  KNIGHTAGE  (183:). 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12*.  4i«l. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  PEERAGE  (1333).  Con'aining  a  List  of  the  Hou?e  of 
Lords,  Scotch  and  Irich  Ppers.  &c.     ^21110  cloth,  Is. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  BARONETAGE  (1893).  Containing  List  of  the  Baronets 
of  the  United  Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.    321110,  cloth,  Is. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  KNIGHTAGE  (1893).  Containing  a  List  of  the  Knights 
ol  the  United  Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses, &c.   32mo,  cloth,  Is. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1833).  Containing  a  List  o!  all 
Members  of  the  New  Parliament,  their  Addresses    Clubs,  &c.     321110,  cloth,   Is. 

WALFORD'S  COMPLETE  PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  KNIGHTAGE,  AND 
HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  <l893)._Roy_al_3_2irio, cloth  extra,  gilt  edges  5s. 

TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «».  6d. 

WEATHER,  HOW  TO  FORETELL  THE,  WITH  POCKET  SPEC- 

TROSCOPE.     By  F.  W.  Cory.     With  10  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,   Is.  «»«?. 

WESTALL  (William).— TRUST-MONEY.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

WHIST.-HOW  TO  PLAY'   SOLO   WHIST.      By  Abraham  S.  Wtlks 
and  Charles  F.  Pardon.     New  Edition.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  2s. 

WH ITET^THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE.     By  Gilbert 

White,  MA.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

WILLFAMS  (W.  MATTIEU,  F.R.A.S.),  WORKS  BY. 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7*.  «><?. 
A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    With  Illnsls      Cr.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  <i.J. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  (is. 
_JTHF^CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  Svo,  clolli  extra,  «M. 

WILLIAMSON  (MRS.  F.  H.).-A  CHILD  WIDOW.    Post  Svo.'bds..  2s~ 
WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.   With  2-50  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra  7s.  fi-J. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  fill. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.     With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra   (is. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  numerous  lllusts.     Cr.  Svo  cl.  ex    «s. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusis.  Cr.  8vo,  Is.;  cl.   ls.(i«l. 
GLIMPSES_OF  NATURE._\Vjibj^  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  its.  (mI. 

V/INTER    (J."S.),    STORIES   BY.      Post  Svo,   illustrated    boards,  2s.  each; 

cloih  limp.  2«.  Oil.  each. 
CAVALRY   LIFE.  I  REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

A  SOLDIER'S  CHILDREN.  With  34  Illustrations  by  E.  G.  Thomson  and  E.  Stuart 
Hatjdy.     Crown  <vo.  rloth  extra.  :?s.  (id. 

WlSSMANN.-MY'  S ECOND  JOURNEY  TH ROTJGIFEQU  ATORI AL 

AFRICA.     By  Hei.-mann  von  Wissmann.     Withq2  Illusts.     Demy  Svo,  Kis. 
WOOD.  -  SABINA  :    A  Novel.     By  Lady  Wood.     Post  Svo,  boards.  2s. 
WOOD  (H.F.),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY.  Cr.svo.«s.ea.;Post8vo  bds  a* 

PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.  J    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

WOOLLEY.— RACHEL  ARMSTRONG  ;   or,  Love  and  Theology.    By 

Celia  Parker  Woolley.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  Od. 

WRIGHT  "(THOMAS),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gel.  each. 
CARICATURE   HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.     With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs   Kr 
HISTORY    OF    CARICATURE   AND    OF    THE    GROTESQUE   IN   ART,  LITERA- 
TURE,  SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.     Illustrated  b^F^WJ^AiRHOLT,  F.S.A. 

WYNMAN MY  FLIRTATIONS.     By  Margaret  Wynman.     With  13 

Illustrations  by  ].  P.kknarb  Partridge.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  :$s.  6«1. 

YATETTEDMUND),  NOVELS "BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each    " 
x_  LAND  AT   LAST.  |         THE  FORLORN   HOPE.      |      CASTAWAY. 

TOLA  (EMILE),  NOVELS  BY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each 
**   THE  DOWNFALL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizitelly.    Third  Edition. 

THE  DREAM.    Translated,.!]?  Eliza  Chase.    With  8  Illustrations  by  Jeanniot. 
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LISTS  OF  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED   IN   SERIES. 

*»*  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-25. 
THE    MAYFAIR    LIBRARY.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6.1.  per  Volume. 


A  Journey  Round  My  Room.    By  Xavier 

he  Maistre. 
Quips  and  Quiddities.    BvW.  P.  Adams. 
The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Abridgment  of 

"  Burton's  Anatomy  01  Melancholy." 
The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.    By  VV.  T.  Dorson. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.     First  Series. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    Second  Series. 
Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animals  and  Masters.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.  H.  I.  Jennings. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 
Little  Essays:  from  Lamb's  Letters. 


Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwooi> 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.    Jacob  Larwood. 
Jeux  d'Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves.     By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  &  Players.     By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.  W.H.Mallock. 
New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  ori  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasui.  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfair.    Ed.  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau :  His  Lite  &  Aims.  By  H.  A.  Page. 
Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.    Bv  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.     By  Wm.  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book. 
By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


THE  GOLDEN   LIBRARY. 
Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the  Echo 

Club. 
Bennett's  Ballad  History  of  England. 
Bennett's  Songs  for  Sailors. 
Godwin's  Lives  of  the  Necromancers. 
Pope's  Poetical  Works. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 

THE  WANDERER'S   LIBRARY. 

Wanderings  in  Patagonia.     By  Julius 

Beerbohm.     Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes.     By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.    Bv  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merrie  England'in  the  Olden  Time.    By 

G.  Daniel.     Illustrated  by  Cruikshank. 
Circus  Life.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London 

Fairs.     By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.   Bv  Iames  Greenwood. 


Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 
Jesse's  Scenes  of  Country  Life. 
Leigh    Hunt's    Tale    for    a    Chimney 

Corner. 
Mallory's  Mort  d'Arthur:  Se'ections. 
Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 
Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  &  Reflections. 


Crown  8vo,  c'oth  extra,  Us.  6cl.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.     James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.  Chev.  Hesse-Wartegc.  22lllust3. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.  P. Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.  ByE.P.  Kingston 
Story  of  London  Parks.  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  Mayhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising  in   the  South  Seas. 

By  C.  Warren   Stoddard.     Illustrated. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 


Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.    Bret  Harte. 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Bret  Harte. 
Snowbound  at  Eagle's.  By  Bret  Harte. 
A  Day's  Tour.    By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther's  Glove.    By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
Sentenced!    Bv  Somerville  Gibney. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  L.Graham. 
Mrs.   Gainsborough's    Diamonds.       By 

Klian  Hawthorne. 
Niagara  Spray.    By  J.  Hollingshead. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.    By 

Charles  James. 
Garden  that  Paid  Rent.    Tom  Jerroi.d. 
Cut  by  the  Mess.     By  Arthur  Kevser. 
Teresa  Itasca.    By  a'.  MacAlpine. 
Our  Sensation  Novel.    I.  H.  McCarthy. 
Doom!     By  Justin  H.  McCarthy. 
Dolly.     Bv  Justin  H,  McCarthy. 


Lily  Lass.    Justin  H.  McCarthy. 
Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    Bv  W.  Minto. 
Notes  from  the  "News."    Bv  [as.  Pavn 
Beyond  the  Gates.    By  E.  s!  Phelps. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.    Bv  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phllps. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  with  Crows.    By  C.  L.  Pirkis. 
Bible  Characters.    By  Charles  Reade. 
Rogues.     By  R.  H.  Sherarp. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.     By  G.  R.Sims. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  K.  Sims. 
Sandy  croft  Mystery.    T.  W.  Speight. 
Hoodwinked.    By  T.  W.  Spei  ,ht. 
Father  Damien.    By  R.  L.  Stevenson, 
A  Double  Bond.     By  Linda  Villari. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.   By 
Herbert  Ward. 


HANDY    NOVELS.      Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  Ctl.  each. 
T  he  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.  A. St.Aubyn    I   Taken  from  the  Enemy.    H.Ni  \e   lt, 
Modest  Little   Sara.     Alan  St.  Aubyn.    |    A  Lost  Soul.    By  W.  L.  Alcen. 
The  Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.    By  M.  E.  Coleridge. 
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Choice  Works,  printed  on  laid  paper, 
Four  Frenchwoman.  By  Austin  Dobson. 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William 

Shakspeare.    Bv  W.  S.  Landor. 
The  Journa.1  of  Maurice  de  Guerin. 


MY    LIBRARY. 


bound  haK-Roxburghe,  3".  6d.  eich. 
Christie  Johnstone.  By  Charles  Reade. 

With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece. 
Peg  Woffington.    By  Charles  Reade. 
The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 


THE  POCKETLIBRARY.    Postsvo 

The  Essays  of  Elia.    By  Charles  Lamb. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Edited  by  Iohn  Major. 

With  37  Illusts  bv  George  Cruiksh  >nk. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  By  Thomas  Hood. 

Witli  8s  Illustrations. 
The  Barber's  Chair,  and  The  Hedgehog 

Letters.    By  Douglas  Jerrold. 
flastronomy.     By  Brillat-Savarin. 
Th3  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Ed   R.  Ollifr. 


printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  3s.  each. 

White's  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 

Gulliver's  Travels,  and  The  Tale  of  a 
Tub.     By  Dean  Swift. 

The  Rivals,  School  for  Scandal, andothcr 
Plays  by  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan. 

Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    J.  Larwood. 

Thomson's  Seasons,    lllustraied. 

Tha  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table 
and  The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 
Table.    Bv  Oliver  WEincri.  Holmfs. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 


Library  Editions  of  Novels,  many  Must 

By  F.  HI.  ALLEM 
Green  as  Grass. 

By  GKAMT   ALLEN. 


Philistia. 
Babylon 
Strange  Stories. 
Beckoning  Hand. 
In  all  Shades. 


The  Tents  of  Shem. 
For  Maimie's  Sake. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Great  Taboo. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years' Tenant. 


Dumaresq's  Daughter.  |  Blood  Royal. 
The  Duchess  of  Powysland. 

By  EIMVI*  I,.  ARNOLD. 

Phra  the  Phoenician. 

By  ALAN  ST.  AUBVIV. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

By  Rev.  S.  ISA  ISIM4  GOtLD, 

Red  Spider.  I  Eve. 

By  W.  BESANT  &  .J.  RICK. 

My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WALTER   B  KM  A  NT. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 

The  Captains'  Room.    |      Herr  Paulus. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

Dorothy  Forster.     j  The  Holy  Rose. 

Uncle  jack.  |  Armorel  of  Lyon- 

ChildrenofGibeon.  1      esse. 

Bell  of  St.  Paul's.   I  St.  Katherine's  by 

To  Call  Her  Mine.  |     the  Tower. 

By  RORFRT    BUCHANAN. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword.    |      Matt. 
A  Child  of  Nature.  I      Heir  of  Linne. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
God  and  the  Man.  I  The  New  Abelard. 
Love  Me  for  Ever.    Foxglove  Manor. 
Annan  Water.         |  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  HALL   CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  Tha  Deemster. 


ratpd,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3<t.  6«1.  each. 
JIOKT.  <fc  FRANCES  COLLINS. 

Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
Village  Comedy.      |  You  Play  Me  False. 
By  W1L1CIE    COLLIN*. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale 
After  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  |  Basil. 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs? 
New  Magdalen. 

By  MUTTON   COOSi.. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  MATT    i  ISP  ?!. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  M.  CRuKF.R. 
Diana  Barrington.  I  PrettyMiss  Neville 
Proper  Pride.  |  A  Bird  of  Passata. 

By  WILLIAM  CVPLE*. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPflONSE    DACDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation 

By  ERASMUS  UAWSON. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  J  A. TIES  BE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.    1,1   I  168    DERWE.VI'. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |      Circe's  Lovers 

By  UKK    BO^OVAN. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 

By  Mis.  ANNIE    EBWARDES 
Archie  Lovell. 

By  «.  MANVILLE  FENN. 
The  New  Mistress. 

By  PERCY    FITZGERALD. 
Fatal  Zero. 

By  R.  E.  FRANIILLON. 
Queen  Cophetua.  I  A  Real  Queen. 
One  by  One.  I  King  or  Knave 

Frtf.hySii-BARTLE  PRE  BE. 
Pandurang  Han. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 

By  EDWARD   GAKBETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.    I  Of  High  Degree. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

By   E.   GLANVH,IE, 
The  Lost  Heiress.  |     The  Fossicker. 

By  CECIL   UB1FFITII. 
Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  THOMAS   IIARDV. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By   BRET    HARTE. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client. 
Susy.  I     Sally  Dows. 

By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth,  I  Dust. 

Ellice  Quentin.  Fortune's  Fool. 

Sebastian  Strome.  |  Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Mir  A.  HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  ISAAC   HENDERSON. 
Agatha  Page. 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED    HUNT. 
The  Leade»  Casket.  1  Self-Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

By  R.  ASHE    KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball.  I  lone. 
Under  which  Lord?    Paston  Carew. 
"My  Love!"  I  Sowing  the  Wind. 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas.  . 
The  World  Well  Lost. 

By  IIENRV    W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  jlstin  McCarthy. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  I  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 
Miss  Misanthrope.  I  Camiola. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  AGNES   MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

Bv  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
Life's  Atonement.   I  Yal  Strange. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  |  A  Model  Father. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular.  I  Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 

By  MURRAY   «&   HERMAN. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 

Bv  HUME    NISBET. 
"Bail  Up!" 

By  GEORGES    OHNET. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

By  Mrs.  OLIPHANT. 
Vv.iiteladies, 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels—  continued. 

By  OUIDA. 
Held  in  Bondage.   1  Two  Little  Wooden 


Strathmore, 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin.    I    Puck. 
Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.  |    Signa. 
Princess    Naprax- 

ine. 

By  MARGARET  A.  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES    PAIN, 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
Lsss  Black  than  We're  Painted. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 


Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths.     1   Rufflno. 
Pipistrello. 
A  Village  Commune 
Bimbi.      |  Wanda. 
Frescoes.  Othmar. 
In  Maremma. 
Syrlin.  Guilderoy. 
Santa  Barbara. 


Walter's  Word. 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
From  Exile. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 


Talk  of  the  Town 
Holiday  Tasks. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the 

Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 


Ry  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Yalentina.  J  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

By  RICHARD  PRYCE. 
Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CHARLES  READE. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
Put  Yourself  in  his  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 
Good  Storiesof  Men  and  other  Animals. 
Hard  Cash.  Wandering  Heir. 

Peg  Woffington.         A  Woman-Hatcr. 
ChristieJohnstone.    A  Simpleton. 
Griffith  Gaunt.  Readiana. 

Foul  Play.  The  Jilt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDDEUU. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Pa.rty. 
Weird  Stories. 

By  F.  \V.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  XV.  (LARK   RUSSELL. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 

By  JOHN    SAUNDERS. 
Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
By  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.         I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills,       |  Sebastian, 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 

By  LUKK    SHARP. 
In  a  Steamer  Chair. 

By  HAWLEY   SMART. 
Without  Loye  or  Licence. 

By  B.  A.  STEBNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BEBTIIA    THOMAS. 
Proud  Maisie.  |  The  Violin-player. 

Bv  FRAIVCES   E.  TROLLOFE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
)Anne  Furness.         I  Mabel's  Progress. 
Bv  IVAN  TURGENIEFE,  Ac. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 

By  ANTHONY  TROLL03»R<:. 
Frau  Frohmann.  I  Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Marion  Fay.  |  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

By  C.  €.  BRASER.TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TY'TLER. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    |  Lady  Bell. 
Buried  Diamonds. 
The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 
The  American  Claimant. 

By  J.  S.  WINTER. 
A  Soldier's  Children. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF  POPULAR  NOVELS. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated 
By  ARTEHIIS   WARD. 
Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EDMOND  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah.  „   „ 

By  HAMILTON   AIDE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.   |  Confidences. 
Bv  MARY    ALBERT. 
Brooke  Flnchley's  Daughter. 

By  Mis.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid, Wife,or Widow?  |  Valerie'   Fate 

By  GRANT  ALLEN. 
Strange  Stories.      I  The  Devil's  Die. 
Philistia.  This  Mortal  Coil. 

Babylon.  I  In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 
For  Maimie's  Sake.  |  Tents  of  Shem. 
Great  Taboo.   |    Dumaresq's  Daughter. 

By    E.    LESTER    ARNOLD. 
Phra  the  Phoenician. 

By  ALAN  ST.AUBYN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.  |  The  Junior  Dean. 
By  Brv.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  IBANK  BARRETT. 
Fettered  for  Life. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 
Folly  Morrison.   Honest  Davie. 
Lieut.  Barnabas.  A  Prodigal"s  Progress. 
Found  Guilty.  I  A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 
John  Ford;  and  His  Helpmate. 
Little  Lady  Linton. 

By  W.  BESANT  &  J.  RUE. 
This  Son  ofVulcan.    By  Celia's  Arbour. 
My  Little  Girl.  Monks  of  Thelema. 

CassofMr.Lucraft.    The  Seamy  Side. 
Golden  Butterfly.      Ten  Years' Tenant. 
Ready-Money  Mortlboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
•Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet, 
BySIIELSLEY  BEAICIIAMP. 

Grantley  Grange.  

Bv  AMBROSE  BIERCE. 
In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

By  FBEBERUK  BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.  |  Savage  Life, 

Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land, 


boards,  2s.  each. 

By  WALTER    RES  %  NT. 
Dorothy  Forster.     I  Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon.  |  Herr  Paulus. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's.  |  The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 
St.  Katherine's  by  the  Tower. 

By  BRET    IIARTE. 
Californian  Stories.  I  Gabriel  Conroy. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog.  I  Flip. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp.  |  Maruja. 
A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

By  HAROLD   RRYDGES. 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT   RUCHANAN. 
The  Shadow  of  the    The  Martyrdom  of 

Sword.  Madeline. 

A  Child  of  Nature.    Annan  Water. 


The  New  Abelard. 

Matt. 

The  Heir  of  Linne. 


God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  HALL    CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 

IS?    (onininndcr  CAMERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince." 
By  Mis.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.       |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By  AUSTIN   CLARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

Ry  Mrs.  ARCHER  CLIVE. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  MACLAREN   CORRAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

By  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Fight  with  Fortune.  |  Village  Comedy. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  |  You  Play  me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar,  j     Frances, 
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Two-Shilling  Novels—  continued. 
By  WILK1E    COLLINS. 


My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 
After  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  |   Basil 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
Miss  or  Mrs  ? 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
A  Rogue's  Life. 

By  Ot.  .9.  COLO.CHOCN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  DL'T'l'OIV   COOK. 
Leo.  |  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By    C.  EGBERT    CRABDOCK. 
Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  MATT    CK1JH. 
Adventures  o?  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  M.  CROSIER. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville.  I  Bird  of  Passage. 
Diana  Barrington.    |  Proper  Pride. 
By  WILLIAM   I'VPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE    BAl'BET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 
By  EKASMCS  BAMSOSI. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JA1TIES  »E  .him,::. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  LEBTIB    DERWEKT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  I  Circe's  Lovers. 

Br  CHARLES    DICKIES. 
Sketches  by  Boz.     I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.    |  Nicholas  Nir.kleby. 

By  DICK   DONOVAN. 
The  Man-Hunter.     |  Caught  at  Last! 
Tracked  and  Taken.  |  Wanted  ! 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 
The  Man  from  Manchester. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From  Information  Received. 
Tracked  to  D"om. 

By    Tits.  ANNIE   EOWARBE8. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Lovell. 
Bv  M.  BETH  A  M-ED  WARDS. 
Felicia.  I  Kitty. 

By  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

E$v   G.    MANVILLE   FENN. 
The  New  Mistress. 

By  PERCV  I'lTZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.  I  Polly. 

Never  Forgotten.     I  Fatal  Zero. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 
By  PERCY   FITZGERALD 
and  o(!in>, 
Strange  Secrets. 

ALBANY    BE    FONRLANQIE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olympia.  I  Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.  King  or  Knave? 

A  Real  Queen.         |  Romances  of  Law. 


Two- Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By   HAROLD   FREDERICK. 
Seth's  Brother's  Wife. 
The  Lawton  Girl. 

PieJ.  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  HarL 

By   IIAIN   FRISWELL. 
One  of  Two. 

By  EBIVARB  GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

By  CHARLES   GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  i  In  Honour  Bound. 

Fancy  Free.  Flower  of  Forest. 

For  Lack  cf  Gold.     Braes  of  Yarrow. 
What      will      the    The  Golden   Shaft. 

World  Say?  i  Of  High  Degree. 

In  Love  and  War.    Mead  and  Stream. 
For  the  King.  Loving  a  Dream. 

In  Pastures  Green.    A  Hard  Knot. 
Queen  of  Meadow,  i  Heart's  Delight. 
A  Heart's  Problem,  j  Blood-Money. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

By  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I  James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

By   ERNEST   GLANYILLE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  |  The  Fossicker. 
By  HENRY  GREVILLE. 
A  Noble  Woman.       |   Nikanor. 

ISy  JOHN    HABBEBTON. 
Brueton's  Bayou.    |  Country  Luck. 

By  ANDREW  HALLIDAY. 
Every-Day  Papers. 

By  Lady  DCFFI'S   HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

By  TBIOMAS  HARDY'. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 
By  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOO. 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE- 
Garth.  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentin.  Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool.  Beatrix  Randolph. 

Miss  Cadogna.  Love— or  a  Nam2. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR   HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By    IIE.-VRY    HERMAN. 
A  Leading  Lady. 

By  Mrs.  CASIIEL    IIOEV. 
The  Lover's  Creed. 

By  Mrs.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TIGHE    HOPKINS. 
'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

Bv  Mrs.  HI'NGEKFORD. 
A  Maiden  all  Forlorn. 
Jn  Durance  Vile.    I    A  Mental  Struggle 
Marvel.  I    A  Modern  Circe". 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED   HI  .VI'. 
Thornicroft's  Model.  I  Self  Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.    I  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN   INGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

By  MARK    KERSHAW. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 
By  R.  ASHE    KING. 
k  Drawn  Game.      I  Passion's  Slave. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 
Bell  Barrv. 

By  JOBI>   I.EYS. 
The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  LTNR    l-INTOX. 
Patricia  Kemball.  I  Paston  Carew. 
World  Well  Lost.      "My  Love!" 
UnderwhichLord?  I  lone. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
Bowing  the  Wind. 

By  HENRY    W.  I. It  V. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

ByJlSTIN    Mel  ABTI1V. 
A  Fair  Saxon.  I  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 
Miss  Misanthrope.  |  Camiola. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  1IL'<»II  NAtWOE.Ii. 
Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet. 

By  aSnBM  JIAIDOAEM,. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

KATHARINE    S.  MAC'QEOI 
The  Evil  Eye.  Lost  Rose. 

By  W.  If.  HALIiOCK. 
The  New  Republic. 

By  FLOKEATE    .11  %  BR  VAT. 
Open!   Sesame!        I  Fighting  the  Air. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Written  in  Fire. 

By  J.   MASTERMAN. 
Haifa-dozen  Daughters. 

Br  BRANUEH   1IATTIIEWS. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

Bt  EfaON  VlCt)    IHEBBICK. 
The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  JEAN   MID»I,E«ASS. 
Touch  and  Go.         I  Mr.  Dorillion. 

By  Mm  MOI.ESWORTH. 
Hathercourt  Rectory. 

Bv  .J.  E.   lUDDOrK. 
Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 
From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep. 

Bv  ».  C'HRISTBE  MIRP.AY. 
A  Model  Father.      I  Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
Joseph's  Coat.  I  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  Way  of  the  World. 

Val  Strange.  I  Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 

ki  MIRB.W   :hmI   BBBBlAIf. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 

By  HENRY    MIR  RAY. 
A  Game  of  Bluff. 

By  HEME  NTSBET. 
"Bail  Up!" 
Cr.  Bernard  St.  Vincent. 

By  AIM  E    O'HANI.ttN. 
The  Unforeseen.      |  Chance?  or  Fate? 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  CBOBGE8  OHNET. 
Doctor  Rameau.      I  A  Last  Love. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

Bv  .His.  OS, I  I'll  A  VI  . 
Whiteladies.  |  The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 
By   Mrs.  HOBERT   OKEIIJA. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

By  OITOA. 
Held  In  Bondage.   ,  Two  Little  Wooden 


Strathmore 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Malta. 

CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 
Princess    Naprax- 

ine. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 
MARGARET 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES    PAVX. 
Bentinck's  Tutor.      £200  Reward 
Murphy's  Master. 
A  County  Family. 
At  Her  Mercy. 
Cecil's  Tryst. 


Cora- 


Shoes. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
PipistrellD. 
A    Villaga 

mune. 
Bimbi. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremma. 
Othmar. 
Guilderoy. 
Rufflno. 
Syrlin. 
Ouida's     Wisdom, 

Wit,  and  Pathos. 
4<;\KS   FAIL. 


Marine  Residence. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof. 


Clyffards  of  Clyffe.    High  Spirits 


Carlyon's  Year. 

From  Exile. 

For  Cash  Only. 

Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward 

Talk  of  the  Town. 


Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

^lves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories.    Holiday  Tasks. 

Lost  Sir  Massingbcrd. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Like  Father,  Like  Sen. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Wop. 

Less  Black  than  We  re  Painted. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Soma  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 

A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 

Sunny  Stories. 

By  U.  Km  PIKKIN. 
Lady  Lovelace. 

Bv  EDGAR   A.  EOE. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 
Ry  Hva.  OABIPBBIiL  PRAED. 
The  Romance  of  a  Station. 
The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 
Ry  E.  C.   I'RIl  E. 
Valentlna.  I  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival.  |  Garali. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 

Siy    Klt'SIA-'SO     PltYEE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  I'lIAKLKS   READE. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

Autobiograohy  of  a  Thief. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

TI13  Wandering  Heir. 

Singlehaart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 

Hard  Cash.  I  A  Simpleton. 

Pel  Woffington.      I  Rsadiana. 

Griffith  Gaunt.  A  Woman-nater. 

Foul  Play.  I  The  Jilt. 

A  Perilous  Secret.  

By  Mrs.  J.  II.  RBDDFLL. 
Weird  Stories.         |  Fairy  Water. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
The  Nun's  Curse.      |      Idle  Tales. 
By  E.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAMES   KUSCIMA.'V. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  CEARBv   BISSELL. 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Boolt  for  the  Hammock. 
The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Star," 
The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 
UEORVE   Al'filfSTl'S  SAEA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOHN   SAl'iVDEBS. 
Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
i*>  KATHARINE   SAUNWERS. 
Joan  Merryweather.  I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.  |  Sebastian. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

By  UEOUGE   B.  SIMS. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day.    |  Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkletop's  Crime. 
Zeph:  A  Circus  Story. 

By  ARTHER   KItETCIILEV. 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  HAWEKY  SMART. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  W.  SPEHJIIT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
The  Golden  Hoop.  I  By  Devious  Ways. 
Hoodwinked,  &c.     j  Back  to  Life. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  R.  A.  STERNBAEE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  EOEIS   STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights.  ]    Prince  Otto. 
BY  BERTHA   THOMAS. 

Cressida.  |  Proud  Maisie. 

The  Violin-player. 

By  WALTER   TIIOBSBl'RV, 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 
Old  Stories  Re-told. 

T.  ADOEPHES  TROEEOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 
By  F.  EEEAIVOR  TROEEOPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.         i  Mabel's  Progress 

By  ANTHONY   TROEEOPE. 
Frau  Frohmann.     I  Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Marion  Fay.  I  John  Caldigata. 

The  Way  We  Live  How. 
The  American  Senator. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land-Leaguers. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granperc. 

By  J.  T.  TROWBRIUftE. 

Farnell's  Folly. 

By  IVAN  TEROENIEEF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
By  MAKK   TWAIN. 
A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent. 
The  Gilded  Age. 
Mark  Twain's  Sketches. 
Tom  Sawyer.  I  A  Tramp  Abroad. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  King  Arthur. 

By  C.  C.  ERASE R-TYTEER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

Siy  SARAH  TYTEER. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    I  Noblesse  Oblige. 
Buried  Diamonds.  |  Disappeared. 
Saint Mungo'sCity.  I  Huguenot  Family. 
Lady  Bell.  |  Blackball  Ghosts. 

What  She  Came  Through. 
Beauty  and  the  Baast. 
Citoyenne  Jaqueline. 
By  Mrs.  E.  H.  WIEEIAMSON. 
A  Child  Widow. 

By  J.  S.  WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life.       |  Regimental  Legends. 

By  K.  E.  WOOD. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  Eaily  WOOD. 
Sabina. 

I'ElilA  PARKER  WOOEEEY. 
Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  &  Theology. 

By  EBMENU    YATES. 
The  Forlorn  Hope.  |  Land  at  Last. 
Castaway. 
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